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Now the serpent was more subtil than any beast of the field which the Lord God had made. And he said unto the woman. Yea, hath

God said, Ye shall not eat of every tree of the garden? And the woman said unto the serpent. We may eat of the fruit of the trees of

the garden; But of the fnut of the tree which is in the midst of the garden, God hath said, Ye shall not eat of it. Genesis: Clui))ter 3



In 1895, John B. Wise of Clay Center, Kansas, was

convicted of sending obscene material through the

mail—material that consisted entirely of excerpts

from the King James version of the Holy Bible.

At his trial, it must have struck Wise as ironic

that Exhibit A in the case against him was also the

book upon which the accusing postal authorities

swore their oaths. Wise was hardly the first to dis-

cover this irony. At least twice before in American

history, obscenity prosecutions had been based

upon the Holy Bible, once in Maryland and once

in New York.

So the Bible is obscene?

By the moral and social standards of postal

officials in nineteenth century America, the an-

swer is yes. For those postal officials, the Bible’s

countless descriptions of rape, incest, sexual sad-

ism, fetishism, homosexuality, masturbation, cas-

tration, adultery, prostitution, and phallic worship

were too much to take. What is more, these acts are

seldom deplored in the Bible—they are in most

cases related without comment.

In the Bible, sex begins in the Beginning.

Adam seeks a mate in the animal kingdom (Genesis

2:20) and only when he fails to find one does God
create Eve from Adam’s rib. That the man “gives

birth” to the woman here, contrary to both natural

law and to the mythology patterns of most other

cultures, is a reflection of one of the most interest-

ing psychological phenomena in the Bible, the

superinflated importance of the male role in life—

a function no doubt of the strong patriarchal in-

fluence in ancient Hebrew life. Obviously, the in-

cident implies, the more important sex came first.

We shall see further examples of this strong patri-

archal point of view as we proceed.

That the rib in this story is a phallic symbol

is apparent to mythologists as well as to psycholo-

gists. Aphrodite, in a less inhibited Greek version

of this same story, was created from the cut-off



phallus of Cronus.

The patriarchal influence appears again

when Adam and Eve are expelled from the Garden

of Eden. The blame for their sin and for all the

future sufferings of man is placed upon the shoul-

ders of the world’s first woman, while the man is

made to seem just an innocent victim of her wiles.

When Noah’s “nakedness ”
is “seen ” by his

son Ham, the latter is condemned to eternal slav-

ery (Genesis 9:21). This puzzling incident be-

comes clearer after reading the eighteenth chapter

of Leviticus, where we find that to “uncover the

nakedness” of someone is a euphemism for having

sexual intercourse with him. So apparently Ham
did more with his father’s nakedness than uncover

it. The really significant point here, however, is

this: Patriarchal prejudice in the Bible is so strong

that a father can even commit incest with his son

and go unpunished.

Another case in point is Lot, who has inter-

course with his daughters after fleeing Sodom
(Genesis 19:30-36). The daughters are denounced;

Lot is not.

Incest seems to have been quite popular in

Biblical times.

Tamar, one of King David’s numerous daugh-
ters, is raped by her half-brother, Amnon (H.

Samuel 13:14).

Another lady named Tamar uses incest to

solve a serious domestic problem (Genesis 38).

Recently widowed, and still embarrassingly child-

less, she prevails upon brother-in-law Onan to help

her conceive. Onan agrees. But during intercourse

he does not make proper use of his seed; he “spilled

it on the ground. ”
( How this contraceptive device

of coitus interruptus evolved into a synonym for

masturbation—onanism—is a semantic enigma.
)
At

any rate, Onan s failure to impregnate Tamar was
considered an unpardonable crime by the Hebrew
tradition so intensely concerned with the conti-

nuity of the family. And we are told God slew him

for failing to fulfill the father’s role.

Realizing that if she continues to remain

childless she will be relegated to the status of a

work animal, Tamar becomes desperate. She dis-

guises herself as a prostitute and seduces Judah,

her father-in-law. The Bible does not tell us why
Tamar felt she had to keep this matter within the

family nor why she felt that, disguised as a harlot,

she would have a better chance at Judah, but ap-

parently the ruse worked: She conceives and the

problem is solved. Again the seducer is a woman
and the innocent victim a father-figure.

In the Bible, we also come across another cu-

rious phenomenon—the effect of the strong patriar-

chal point-of-view on the classic Oedipus myth.

The Hebrew Oedipus may get to make love to his

mother but, unlike his Greek counterpart, he is

almost invariably punished without getting to kill

his father.

Jacob’s eldest son, Reuben, has intercourse

with his father’s concubine and, as punishment, is

deprived of his birthright ( Genesis 35 : 22; 49 : 3,4 )

.

Absalom has intercourse with his father’s

concubine—in full view of the townspeople—on the

palace roof. He is slain and his body permanently

sealed in a pit (H. Samuel 16:21,22; 18:15-17).

Even when the young usurper is obviously

the hero, as in the story of Joseph and Potiphar’s

wife, he still gets punished. And the fact that the

woman, not the man, is the active seducer in this

case matters not at all—Joseph is jailed by his

Egyptian father-figure just the same ( Genesis 39 )

.

It is interesting to note that the Egyptian

version of this same story turns Joseph into a true

Oedipus—actively seducing Potiphar’s wife and

brutally killing Potiphar himself.

When a father-figure commits adultery in the

Bible, and when he kills the cuckolded husband.

Justice merely shrugs and looks the other way.
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Such a case is that of David and Bathsheba. It is

not David who is chastised for his unjustified ap-

propriation of the woman and the murder of her

husband—it is his “children,” the people of Judea

(II. Samuel 11, 12).

The Old Testament, as a general rule, de-

plores female but not male adultery. A married

man is given the right to seek extramarital coitus

with any woman, so long as she is neither virgin nor

married. The act of adultery in the patriarchal Old

Testament is viewed more as property damage than

a moral transgression, just as the seduction of a vir-

gin is considered a crime against her father, whose

command of a good price for her on the marriage

market is thereby diminished.

Woman as a seductress is a recurrent theme

in the Bible, and the patriarchal tendency to blame

woman for all evil has inspired a number of curious

twists on standard mythological themes.

An example of this is the tale of Samson and

Delilah
(
Judges, 16 ) . In its original form—the form

known in almost all ancient cultures—the giant is

the villain and the woman is the heroine who saves

her people from his oppression by castrating him.

( The shaving of Samson’s hair is the Bible’s euphe-

mistic manner of describing his loss of power, but

other cultures’ versions are less inhibited.) The

Hebrews, in adapting the story, merely switched

roles and made the male the hero.

Biblical sexuality has somehow survived

through even the most puritanic and narrow-

minded ages of man. Surprisingly, even a section

exclusively devoted to the blunt and uninhibited

description of erotic activity—the Song of Songs—

has come through intact.

In the Song of Songs we find the most beauti-

ful descriptions of the female body in all of litera-

ture. And these descriptions glorify sex in true

pagan fashion. How did this document get into the

Bible in the first place?

The poetry of the Song of Songs dates back

to the premonotheistic days of the Hebrews, when
the sexual act was part of a fertility cult and had

deep religious significance. Hallowed by antiquity

and tradition, it was accepted as sacred, even by

the monotheistic canonizers of the Bible. But since

then theologians and church fathers have been un-

successfully trying to rationalize the inclusion of

the Song of Songs within the Bible.

The Jews maintain that it is a description of

God’s love for the people of Israel, or of the people’s

love for the laws of Moses. Christians interpret it

as the testament of Jesus’s love for the Church.

What the detailed descriptions of the pubis, the

breasts, the navel, and the positions of intercourse

in the Song of Songs have to do with these lofty

forms of love is a moot question.

Gone With the Wind and How to Win
Friends and Influence People—two of the biggest

best-sellers of all time—have each sold five million

copies over the years. The Bible continues to sell

fifty-five million copies every single year.

How to account for the Bible’s fantastic pop-

ular appeal?

First, since the beginning of time, man has

used mythology to express his unconscious desires

and fantasies. The Bible, apart from any theologi-

cal considerations, is a vast treasure house of

Judaeo-Christian mythology. There are few human

drives and desires that are not mirrored somewhere

in the Bible.

Second, the Bible is an avowedly erotic book.

With this erotic element, the Bible has become the

inspiration for some of the greatest painting, sculp-

ture, music, writing, and philosophy ever created.

Without this erotic element, the Bible would be

just another book of pale dogma—a not-very-

interesting anthology of anecdotes and thou-shalt-

nots.

Thank Heaven there’s love in the Bible!



And there came two angels to Sodom at even; and Lot sat in

the gate of Sodom: and Lot seeing them rose up to meet them.

And he said, Behold now, my lords, turn in, I pray you, into

your servant’s house, and tarry all night.

And he pressed upon them greatly; and they turned in unto

him, and entered into his house.

But before they lay down, the men of the city compassed the

house round, both old and young.

And they called unto Lot, and said unto him, Where are the

men which came in to thee this night? bring them out unto us,

that we may know them.

And Lot went out at the door unto them.

And he said, I pray you, brethren, do not so wickedly.

Behold now, I have two daughters which have not known
man; let me, I pray you, bring them out unto you, and do to

them as is good in your eyes: only unto these men do nothing.

And they said. Stand back. And they pressed sore upon the

man, even Lot, and came near to break the door.

But the angels put forth their hand and pulled Lot into the

house to them, and shut to the door.

And they smote the men that were at the door of the house
with blindness.

And the angels said unto Lot, Hast thou here any besides?

Whatsoever thou hast in the city, bring them out of this place.

And Lot went and dwelt in the mountain, and his two daugh-
ters with him. And he dwelt in a eave, he and his two daughters.

And the firstborn said unto the younger, Our father is old,

and there is not a man in the earth to come in unto us after the

manner of all the earth.

Come, let us make our father drink wine, and we will lie with
him, that we may preserve seed of our father.

And they made their father drink wine that night: and the

firstborn went in, and lay with her father; and he perceived not

when she lay down, nor when she arose.

And it came to pass on the morrow, that the firstborn said

unto the younger. Behold, I lay yesternight with my father: let

us make him drink wine this night also; and go thou in, and lie

with him, that we may preserve seed of our father.

Thus were both the daughters of Lot with ehild by their

father. Genesis: Chapter 19



And it came to pass that liis master’s

wife cast her eyes upon Joseph; and she
said, Lie with me.

But Joseph refused, and said unto his

master’s wife. Behold, my master hath
committed all that he hath to my hand;

There is none greater in this house
than I; neither hath he kept back any
thing from me but thee, because thou

art his wife: how then can I do this

great wickedness, and sin against God?
And it came to pass, as she spake to

Joseph day by day, that he hearkened

not unto her, to lie by her, or to be with

her.

And it came to pass about this time,

that Joseph went into the house to do
his business; and there was none of the

men of the house there within.

And she caught him by his garment,

saying, Lie with me: and he left his gar-

ment in her hand, and fled, and got him
out. Genesis: Chapter 39
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Now when the people departed away at noon, Susanna went

into her husband’s garden to walk.

And the two elders saw her going in every day, and walking;

so that their lust was inflamed toward her.

And it fell out, as they watched a fit time, she went in as be-

fore with two maids only, and she was desirous to wash herself.

Now when the maids were gone forth, the two elders rose up,

and ran unto her, saying. Behold, the garden doors are shut,

that no man can see us, and we are in love with thee; therefore

consent unto us, and lie with us. If thou wilt not, we will bear

witness against thee.

It is better for me to fall into your hands, and not do it, than

to sin in the sight of the Lord. With that Susanna cried with a

loud voice: and the two elders cried out against her.

And it came to pass the next day, when the people were as-

sembled, the two elders came also full of mischievous imagina-

tion against Susanna to put her to death; And the elders said.

As we walked in the garden alone, this woman came in with

two maids, and shut the garden doors, and sent the maids away.

Then a young man, who there was hid, came and lay with her.

Then the assembly believed them and condemned her to death.

Then Susanna cried out. And the Lord heard her voice.

Therefore, when she was led to be put to death, the Lord

raised up the holy spirit of a youth, whose name was Daniel:

Then said Daniel unto them. Put these two aside one far from

another, and I will examine them.

Now then, if thou hast seen her, tell me. Under what tree

sawest thou them together? Who answered. Under a mastick

tree. So he put him aside, and commanded to bring the other.

Now therefore tell me. Under what tree didst thou take them

companying together? Who answered. Under an holm tree.

Then said Daniel unto him. Well: thou hast also lied.

With that all the assembly cried out with a loud voice, and

praised God. And they arose against the two elders.

And according to the law of Moses they put them to death.

Apocrypha: History of Susanna
ENGRAVING BY HENDRIK GOLTZIUS
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ETCHINGS

BY

MAARTEN

VAN

HEEMSKERCK

When Judah saw Tamar, he thought her to be a harlot; be-

cause she had covered her face.

And he turned unto her by the way, and said. Go to, I pray

thee, let me come in unto thee; ( for he knew not that she was
his daughter in law. ) And she said, What wilt thou give me,
that thou mayest come in unto me?
And he said, I will send thee a kid from the flock. And she

said. Wilt thou give me a pledge, till thou send it?

And he said, What pledge shall I give thee? And she said.

Thy signet, and thy bracelets, and thy staff that is in thine hand.

And he gave it her, and came in unto her, and she conceived

by him.

And Judah sent the kid by the hand of his friend to receive

his pledge from the woman’s hand: but he found her not.

Then he asked the men of that place, saying. Where is the

harlot that was openly by the way side? And they said. There
was no harlot in this place.

And it came to pass that it was told Judah, saying, Tamar thy

daughter in law hath played the harlot; and also, behold, she is

with child by whoredom. And Judah said. Bring her forth, and
let her be burnt.

When she was brought forth, she sent to her father in law,

saying. By the man, whose these are, am I with child: Discern,

I pray thee, whose are these, the signet, and bracelets, and staff.

And Judab acknowledged them, and said. She hath been more
righteous than I. And he knew her again no more.

And it came to pass in the time of her travail, that, behold

twins were in her womb. Genesis: Chapter 38

^ of



Blessed is the man that endureth

temptation : for when he is tried, he shall

receive the crown of life, which the Lord

hath promised to them that love him.

Let no man say when he is tempted,

I am tempted of God: for God cannot

be tempted with evil, neither tempteth

he any man:
But every man is tempted, when he is

drawn away of his own lust, and enticed.

Then when lust hath conceived, it

bringeth forth sin: and sin, when it is

finished, hringeth forth death. Do not

err, my brethren. James: Chapter 1
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ENGRAVING

BY

ALLAERT

CLAESZ

imiM

So Tamar went to her brother Amnon’s house; and he was laid down. And she
took flour, and kneaded it, and made cakes in his sight, and did bake the cakes.

And Amnon said unto Tamar, Bring the meat into the chamber, that I may eat of

thine hand. And Tamar took the cakes which she had made, and brought them into

the chamber to Amnon.
And when she had brought them unto him to eat, he took hold of her, and said

unto her. Come lie with me, my sister.

And she answered him. Nay, my brother, do not force me; for no such thing ought
to be done in Israel ; do not thou this folly.

And I, whither shall I cause my shame to go? and as for thee, thou shalt be as one
of the fools in Israel. Now therefore, I pray thee, .speak unto the king; for he will not
withhold me from thee.

Howbeit he would not hearken unto her voice: but, being stronger than she, forced
her, and lay with her. II. Samuel: Chapter IS

And it came to pass in an eveningtide, that Da\’id arose from off his bed, and
walked upon the roof of the king’s house: and from the roof he saw a woman wash-

ing herself; and the woman was very beautiful to look upon.

And David sent and enquired after the woman. And one said. Is not this Bath-

sheba, the wife of Uriah?

And David sent messengers, and she came in unto him, and he lay witli her.

And the woman conceived, and told Da\ id, I am with cliild.

And it came to pass that Da\'id wrote a letter to |oab, and sent it by Uriah.

And he wrote in tlic letter, saying, Set ye Uriah in the forefront of the hottest

battle that he may be smitten, and die.

And the men of the city went out, and fought, and Uriah died.

W'hen the wife of Uriah heard that her husband was dead, she mourned for him.

And when the mourning was past, Da\ id letched her to his house, and she became
his wife. II. Samuel: Chapter 11

ENGRAVING

BY

HEINRICH

ALDEGREVER



And one of the Pharisees desired Jesus that he would eat with him.

And behold, a woman in the city, which was a sinner, when she

knew that Jesus sat at meat in the Pharisee’s house, brought an ala-

baster box of ointment.

And stood at his feet behind him weeping, and began to wash his

feet with tears, and did wipe them with the hairs of her head, and

kissed his feet, and anointed them with the ointment.

Now when the Pharisee wlrich had bidden him saw it, he spake

within himself, saying, This man, if he were a prophet, would have

known who and what manner of woman this is that toucheth him:

for she is a sinner.

And Jesus answering said unto him, Simon, I have somewhat to



say unto thee. And he saith, Master, say on.

And he turned to the woman, and said unto Simon, Seest thou

this woman? I entered into thine house, thou gavest me no water for

my feet; but she hath washed my feet with tears, and wiped them
with the hairs of her head.

Thou gavest me no kiss: but this woman since the time I came in

hath not ceased to kiss my feet.

My head with oil thou didst not anoint; but this woman hath

anointed my feet with ointment.

Wherefore I say unto thee. Her sins, which are many, are forgiven:

for she loved much: but to whom little is forgiven, the same loveth

little. Sf. Luke: Chapter 7

m
And it came to pass afterward, that Samson loved a

woman whose name was Delilah.

And Delilah said to Samson, Tell me, I pray thee,

wherein thy great strength lieth.

And it came to pass, when she pressed him daily with

her words, and urged him, so that his soul was vexed

unto death;

That he told her all liis heart, and said unto her. There

hath not come a razor upon mine head; for I have been a

Nazarite unto God from my mother’s womb: if I be

shaven, then my strength will go from me.

And she made him sleep upon her knees; and she

called for a man, and she caused him to shave off the

seven locks of his head, and his strength went from

him. Judges: Chapter 16
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Danny Brown, left, codirector of

the Jewel Box Revue, guides a

rehearsal at the Bal Tabarin,

New York. The Jewel Box Revue

is America's best-known com-

pany of female-impersonators.

Below, the men present their

spirited version of the cancan.

TjiE

mx
REVUE

A photographic essay by Raymond Jacobs

The most unexplainable phenomenon of show business

in the year 1962 was the sudden increase in the popu-

larity of that highly specialized branch of entertain-

ment known as female-impersonation. Very simply,

female-impersonation consists of men who dress like

women, sing and dance like women, and even beguile

and titillate like women. Several dozen companies of

these female-impersonators are presently touring the

nation’s theaters and clubs, playing to record crowds.

By far the most popular troupe of female-imper-

sonators is also the oldest and best-known, the Jewel

Box Revue. It consists of some thirty men who present

a two-and-a-half hour vaudeville routine, including

elaborate choreography, music, and skits, and who are

adornedwith even more elaborate costumingand make-

up. The men chirp in falsetto voices, flutter their false

eyelashes, and sashay and wiggle their foam-rubber

bosoms and behinds. And just as Liza Doolittle, in her

strenuous efforts to acquire the poise of a lady, came

closer to resembling a princess, so members of the

Jewel Box Revue, in striving to attain femininity,

don’t just resemble women—but superwomen. This

helps explain why ninety per cent of their audiences—

by actual survey—are made up not of other men, but of

women. Dowdy housewives, antiseptic secretaries, and

nostalgic old maids are bewitched by the glamour that

these men, using standard cosmetic equipment, are

able to project. Often Jewel Box performers are asked

to appear on women’s beauty-tip shows on TV and to

act as make-up consultants to certain well-known

show business figures. A number of Rockettes from

Radio City Music Hall regularly bring their beauty

problems to men of the Jewel Box Revue.

Creators and directors of the troupe are Danny
Brown and Doc Benner, who organized it in 1932.

Mr. Brown was then a master of ceremonies and Mr.

Benner a dancer in a night club in Youngstown, Ohio.

They started the review as a road show, later made it

a resident company at a night club in Miami, and have

since moved it to the Bal Tabarin in New York City

(where the pictures on the following pages were taken).

“The show caught on right from the start,” says

Mr. Brown, “and the reason was that we took the

degeneracy out of female-impersonation. Way back,

in ancient China and in Shakespeare’s time, all female

roles were played by men. But during the early part

of this century female-impersonation took on an un-

savory character and fell out of popularity. We re-

vived the art by staffing our company with actors of

unimpeachable moral standards. Our players lead lives

that are as normal as any in show business. Nine out

of our thirty players are married, and the wife of one

of them is our wardrobe mistress. Several of the mar-

ried men have children and they bring their families

along with them when we’re on the road. They have

no qualms about letting their kids see their act. The

Jewel Box Revue is just a clean, family-type show.”
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Above, Mr. Lee Lorin dresses

for role of Frankie in 'Frankie

and Johnnie’ skit. At right he

goes through a rehearsal. Mr.

Lorin is considered one of the

world's finest male ballerinas.
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Mr. Bill Austin, above and right,

makes up. At far right, he and

Mr. Eddie Bush play women
waiting for sailors to pass by.

Mr. Ty Bennett, left and below,

waits backstage before perform-

ing as ‘The Male SophieTucker.'
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Chorus girl Doug McGuire in

three moments of repose. As a

gag McGuire sometimes enters

beauty contests, usually wins.

19
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Imitation of Ethel Waters is

given by Mr. Doddi Daniels,

above, a Negro. Revue was one

of the first racially integrated

shows. Above left, Mr. Eddie

Bush gets accustomed to high

heels before performing. Left,

Mr. Jene Chandler, stripper, re-

laxes in dressing room; Mr. Ray

Castro, showgirl, stands before

sign barring visitors backstage.

21



Above, Mr. Ralph Crego, show

girl. Brunet below is Mr. Robin

Rogers, featured singerwho

performs both as baritone and

soprano. Blond is Mr. Ray

Castro, as Marilyn Monroe.



Above, Mr. Pierre Leroy, chorus

girl. Below, Mr. Jene Chandler,

Revue's star, does strip tease.

Removal of his brassiere is

climax of two-and-a-half-hour

stage show — and anticlimax.



Recently Ralph Ginzburg, editor and publisher of EROS,
wrote to the grand panjandrum of Beatnik poetry, Allen

Ginsberg(no relation), asking him to comment upon the

sex laws of the United States. Ginsberg, who is now
visiting the Far East, replied in the following letter.

A LETTER FROM ALLEN GINSBERG

Calcutta
Dear EROS:

Inspired by a visit to a local Chinese
Opium Den, I collected the following gen-
eral comments on sex laws.

Are there really federal govt Laws regu-
lating so ineffably personal a tickle as
sex? Can it be possible that State govts
(mostly full of everybody knows selfseek-
ing politicians) have been dictating where
& when we can sleep with our friends? Con-
ceivable that local townships & city super-
visors supervise people’s ejaculations of

semen? Now this is really a bit thick.
The simple fact is we're victims of a

presumptuous vulgar persecution, our own
private skin and genitals don't belong to
us. Power groups going under the respect-
able name of "Government" have the brazen
hutspuh to tell us who can be intimate with
whom, whom we can play with, what position
& if we may move our bodies this way and
that, as if our bodies were not our own
PRIVATE PROPERTY. Where does any politi-
cian get off controlling other men's
penises? How can a bunch of hair dressers,
ambitious lawyers & used car dealers that
call themselves Municipal Government GET
OFF telling women to whom they haven't even
been introduced what these women can do
with their vaginas?

Are our stalwart statesmen going to make
us stand in the corner and repeat one thou-
sand times I WILL NOT HAVE AN UNAUTHORIZED
ORGASM?

The plain fact is this bunch of shrewd
SEX FIENDS intrude their hands underneath
our pants and bloomers, and these filthy
hands (one set of politicians' after
another) have been touching us without in-
vitation in our private parts as far back
as we can remember. And that is MASS RAPE,
the vilest kind of sexual perversion prac-
ticed on this planet. Done in the name of
Virtuous Social Order to make it sound re-
spectable inevitable natural only a matter
of course absolutely necessary dearies
quite proper for you harrumph.

Not only mass sexual rape but also mass
brainwash, you be unconscious that some
Other Power outside you has taken off with
your sex life , it ' s the Law, & they got cops
& revolvers to prove it. Law 69 says you
can't legally sleep with your boyfriend
girlfriend, law 169 forbids fun among
friends of the sajne sex, 269 says v/ithout
a license your ejaculation is punishable by

fine or imprisonment, 369 says don't play
with yourself in front of the mirror, 469
tells you at what age you can make love ten
years late ( interpreted by some sheriffs as
defining skin color too) , 569 prevents tan-
tric sex practices in large companies of
mutually agreeable friends, 669 gives you
the exact position you can use once you get
their license to do it at all, 769 forbids
your appearance naked in public as if that
were a public nuisance instead of the
charming thing it is in India for instance
among the Jaina Saints & Naked Yogins. In
India the citizenry throws flowers in their
path, in America they're dragged off by the
fuzz . These are counted crimes only because
someone has TOLD us it's all criminal be-
havior .

Prepubescent boys and girls don't have
to be protected from big hairy you & me,
they ' 11 get used to our lovemaking in 2 days
provided the Controlling Adults will stop
making those hysterical NOISES that make
everything sexy sound like rape. RAPE is
the only obnoxious love, which we all want
to discourage naturally, so you can call up
the cops for that. If you still need sex-
cops when nobody steals what they can get
for free. Yes there'll always be a few
irreducibly unattractive eccentrics, to
be sure, grabbing unpleasantly as long as
there are little girls coming home from
school. One barely needs a bit of law to
deal with them, and that law a law against
violence, not really a sex law. Also need a
couple of Tantric Cops or Mescaline Detec-
tives, men of a certain delicacy to pacify
the violent.

Laws governing indirect sexual activity
in poetry prose movies comic books TV radio
are altogether silly. Who cares if people
want to copulate in public on TV? Why not?
The Controllers can always turn off the
screen if it doesn't please them, or find
another station where they're showing mur-
der. But no. Control Powers can't look the
other way they want to make a federal case
a state case a local case any kind of case
that's the way they get their rocks off.

It is a fact that the last Postmaster Gen-
eral (a politician named Summerfield no-
torious for his preoccupation with Postal
sex) underlined the dirty words in red in
a copy of Lady Chatterlev and put the book
open on the desk of our last President

Eisenhower. And Eisenhower took a look and
said "Dreadful ... we can't allow this!"
This disgusting scene was reported strait-
faced verbatim in Newsweek. It's like two
big monstrous Laurel & Hardys were running
the country, no wonder we wound up in the
middle of an atomic cold war.

Extra thoughts: A.D. 1962 sex has noth-
ing to do with procreation, an historical
fact invented by rubbers. Now God knows
what future evolution the hairy Dinosaur
snudges toward.

Meanwhile all sex laws are themselves
sex rape on the Q.T.

Which anybody with the least chicken
brain can see.

Even shy shockable socalled Liberals
should agree

(if only theoretically)
And poor earnest Young Conservative

Collegeboys especially
Should defend themselves against this

creepy invasion of their private
property:

When Government controls your sex it's
just a Communistic Hex

Against grass root enterprise & rugged
individualism.
(read Reich's The Mass Psychology of
Fascism )

:

For once they got you by the balls you
got to stand for their roll-calls.

They clip you in your private parts to
weaken all your public arts

& this is the true & secret cause the
Pow'rs that Be love their Sex Laws.

Words to the Wise: Everybody knows indis-
criminate sex is not good for you if you're
studying Yoga, practicing ascetic Mysti-
cism and/or raising the Kundalini, that is
the Serpent Power. This is strictly a pri-
vate matter for Seekers to experiment with.
No pious purpose whatever is served by Gov-
ernment Sex regulation, it only encourages
superficial lip service to the Gods. Fur-
thermore Government Supervised sex famine
prevents Man from getting enough satisfac-
tion to be satiated & disillusioned by ex-
perience, that he pass on to higher stage
of freedom. Through liberation from all
Craving & Desire, as suggested by the
Buddha. All these pious sex laws only hin-
der the process of enlightenment, thus
Blake & Yeats also warned the public.
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“Are our stalwart statesmen going to make us

stand in the corner and repeat one thousand times

I WILL. NOT HAVE AN UNAUTHORIZED ORGASM?”





BYJOHN ERNO R USSELL

hakespeare a
^mosexual

Shall I compare thee to a siunwer’s day?

Thoxi art more lovely and more temperate . .

.

The world knows this as one of its best-

loved and most tender love poems. The
world, for the most part, does not know that

the lovely party on the other end of Shake-

speare’s line was not a demure, beauteous

maiden at all. The lovely party in this case—

and in 126 of Shakespeare’s 154 sonnets—was

a rich, spoiled, but irresistibly beauteous boy.

Tluo loves have / . . .

The better angel is a man right fair

The ivorser spirit is a woman, colour’d ill.

The world in general may neither know
nor care about Shakespeare’s amorous prefer-

ences, but the literary world seems both to

know and to care very much indeed. In the

three and one half centuries since Shake-

speare’s death, no aspect of his personality

has pro\’oked more acrimonious controversy

than the question of his homosexuality.

Nearly 2000 books, articles, and treatises,

embodying the opinions of such august liter-

ary personalities as Coleridge, Keats, Goethe,

Wilde, Butler, Shaw, Joyce, and Gide, have

been published on the subject. And no work

of Shakespeare’s—with the possible exception

of Hamlet — \\7is, received greater attention

than the opus that brought forth all this

trouble: his sonnets.
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First published by T. Thorpe in 1609-

most probably without Shakespeare’s author-

ization—the sonnets were soon unofficially

but effectively suppressed. Whether the sup-

pression was brought about by the authori-

ties, by the young man to whom they were

addressed, or by Shakespeare himself (homo-

sexuality at the time was a crime punishable

by death) is not known. But the sonnets dis-

appeared so completely from the scene that

thirty years after the first publication John
Benson, a London publisher, felt safe in pub-

lishing them again in a “first edition.’’

Being a practical man, eager to avoid of-

fending his readers and determined to pre-

vent another suppression, Benson changed

the masculine pronouns to feminine, gave

the sonnets misleading titles, changed their

order, “corrected” a few crucial words, and

otherwise spared no effort to make them ap-

pear as if they were all addressed to a woman.
Of course, not everybody has wished to re-

store Shakespeare to the more comfortable

world of the heterosexual. Avowed homosex-

uals, who always believed that Hamlet was

written by “one of the boys,” found in the

sonnets irrefutable evidence of Shakespeare’s

homosexuality. For them, the last word on

the subject was, and still is, Oscar Wilde’s

Mr. IV. H., in which the relationship is bril-

liantly described as a homosexual liaison be-

tween Shakespeare and a delicate young

male actor who, in the fashion of the period,

played the female roles in his company.

Many established writers on both sides of the

sexual fence, including Gide and Joyce, found

Wilde’s exposition the most convincing.

Among the numerous candidates suggested

for the role of the lovely boy were, at one

time or another, two of Shakespeare’s broth-

ers, his son Hamnet, who died at the age of

11, the Earl of Essex, the Earl of Pembroke,

the Earl of Southampton, and . . . Shake-

speare himself!

However, there are only two historical per-

sonalities who can be seriously considered

for the role: the Earl of Pembroke (George

Bernard Shaw’s favorite candidate) , who be-

friended Shakespeare in court, and the Earl

of Southampton, who was Shakespeare’s pa-

tron. The fact that Venus ayid Adonis and
The Rape of Lucrece were warmly and syco-

phantically dedicated to Southampton gives

him the edge.

Whoever the lovely boy was, the poet felt

rather strongly about him:

For nothing this wide universe I call,

Save thou, my rose; in it thou art my all.

And he confessed he was subjugated by his

love for the boy:

Being your slave, what should I do but tend

Upon the hours and times of your desire?

But the boy’s behavior was somewhat short

of total reciprocity, and the effect upon the

poet was heartbreaking:

. . . my love . . . keeps mine eye awake . .

.

For thee watch I, whilst thou dost wake

elseiohere.

From me far off, ivith others all-too-near.

So shall I live, supposing thou art true.

Like a deceived husband . . .

The relationship, which according to the

sonnets lasted about three years, could not

be kept secret, and even in comparatively

liberal Elizabethan England it was consid-

ered scandalous. To withstand the pressure

of social censure, the poet needed—and ap-

parently received—the moral support of his

lovely friend:

Your love and pity doth the impression fill

Which vulgar scandal stamp’d

upon my brow;

For what care I icho calls me well or ill...?

You are my all-the-world, and I must strive

To knoiv my shames and praises

from your tongue . . .

Feeling that his own effusions might well have

been responsible for the gossip, the poet

made this promise:

. . . in my tongue

Thy sioeet beloved name no more shall dwell.

Lest I, too ynuch profane, should do it wrong.

And haply of our old acquaintance tell.

Society’s sanctimonious disapproval some-

times made Shakespeare cynical:

’Tis better to be vile than vile esteem’d.

When not to be receives reproach of being

But he submitted in the face of unyielding

reality to public conformity, and begged his

friend—for the sake of his own good name as

well as for the poet’s love—to follow suit:

Let me confess that we two must be tivain.

Although our u?idivided loves are one . . .

I may not evermore acknowledge thee.

Lest my bewailed guilt should do thee shame;

Nor thou with public kindness honour me.

Unless thou take that honour from thy name:

But do not so; I love thee in such sort.

As, thou being mine, mine is thy good

report.

The poet suggested that even after his death

it would be prudent for the young man to

keep his silence:

. . . let your love even with my life decay.

Lest the wise world should look into your

moan
And mock you with me after I am gone.

T he tone of the sonnets to the youth was

always gentle, intimate, and warm. Even
when the poet chided the youth for his nar-

cissism and warned him about his promis-

cuity, the words were tender and whisper-

ingly caressing. It was always the language

of love. And towards the end of the relation-

ship, when the poet, becoming more pursued

than pursuing, gradually broke off the liai-

son, he carefully avoided recriminations; and

with infinite care pleaded for understanding

and forgiveness.

Not so in the poems to his mistress! In

these Shakespeare was blunt, vindictive, and

lascivious. These sonnets unfold the story of

a lewd, lustful affair that filled him with

self-disgust, a horrifying hell-pit into which

he was strongly attracted by the irresistible

forces of nature.

And the very word hell was for him the

best description of the all-consuming, insati-

able vagina. “There’s hell, there’s darkness,

there is the sulphurous pit,/ Burning, scald-

ing, stench consumption,” he said of the pu-

dendum in King Lear. And in the sonnets,

when his faithless mistress added insult to in-

jury by seducing his lovely friend, he wrote:

. . . yny female evil

Teynpteth my better angel from my side.

And ivould corrupt my saint to be a devil . . .

. . . being both from me, both to each friend,

I guess one angel in another’s hell.

There was nothing subtle about the poet’s

relationship with the dark lady: “I lie with

her and she with me.” And there was none

of the serenity of the relationship with the

sweet boy. It was an excruciating and soul-

wrenching experience:

My love is as a fever . . .

My reason . . .

Hath left me . . .

I am . . . frantic mad with evermore unrest;

My thoughts . . . as mad men’s are . . .

For I have sworn thee fair, and thought

thee bright.

Who art as black as hell, as dark as night.

We scan the body of Shakespeare’s work

and find a long succession of evil, men-cor-

rupting women—who often become so in-

human as to be dramatically unbelievable.

They range from Lady Macbeth to Lear’s

monstrous daughters, from the conscienceless

queens of Hamlet and Cyrnbeline to the Sa-

tanic Sycorax who is shudderingly referred

to in The Ternpest.

His outburst on the subject of lust in Son-

net 129 was typical of this attitude: “[Ljust/

is perj ur’d, murderous, bloody, full of blame,/

Savage, extreme, rude, cruel, not to trust;/

Enjoy’d no sooner, but despised straight;/

Past reason hunted; and no sooner had,/

Past reason hated . .
.” And it ends with:

All this the world well knows; yet none

knows well

To shun the heaven that leads men
to this hell.
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Again hcU was the vagina. But, unlike the

uninhibited Boccaccio, Shakespeare found

little to chuckle about. This was really hell,

and he was scared out of his wits. In Cym-

beline, his hysteria bordered on the psychotic:

. . . there’s no motion

That tends to vice in man but I affirm

It is the ivoman’s part: be it lying, note it,

The ivoman’s; flattering, hers;

deceiving, hers;

Lust and rank thoughts, hers, hers . . .

All faults that have a name, nay,

that hell knoivs

JVhy, hers, in part or all; but rather, all . . .

What wonld cause a man to write of wom-
en with such terror and disgust?

Onr knowledge of Shakespeare’s childhood

is a blank, but that his early relationships

with women were severely shaken by shocks

and disappointments can be surmised from

his behavior as a teen-ager and as an adult.

At the age of 18 he married a woman eight

years his senior who was three months preg-

nant. A year later, when she conceived again,

he did not wait for her to give birth
(
she had

twins this time, a boy and a girl) but left

Stratford and settled in London by himself.

Little else is known of his relationship with

his wife, except that in his will he bequeathed

her his “second best’’ bed.

It is not difficult to imagine who the ag-

gressive, seducing partner in this hurriedly

arranged marriage was. And, as if to dispel

any doubt, we find that Shakespeare’s first

major work after the separation with his wife

was Venus and Adonis. This is the piece in

which the Adonis of the ancient myth is

changed beyond recognition into the most

innocent, reluctant, put-upon, and injured

male ever tackled by a lustful goddess.

A few years later he began writing his

poetic love letters, the sonnets. Had he ad-

dressed them to a fair, virtuous lady, and

contrasted the ideal asexual love he had for

her with the lustful passion that the dark

lady kindled in him, the question of homo-

sexuality might never have arisen. He would

have been following one of the commonest

themes of Medieval and Renaissance art: the

theme of sacred and profane love.

The veneer of puritanic Christian moral-

ity on what was essentially a barbaric age

made this dichotomy inevitable. Medieval

man, unable to reconcile Eve, the seductive

perpetrator of original sin, with the Madon-

na, the angelic symbol of spiritual, asexual

love, separated Woman into two distinctive

beings. One was the base, insatiable creature,

disgustingly and irresistibly sexual, who pro-

created the race; the other was an unattain-

able, virginal embodiment of the celestial on

earth and man’s intermediary in heaven.

The angelic Woman was often mundanely

represented by a lady of high rank, to whom
knights dedicated their victories, poets their

love missives, and painters their masterpieces.

That often she was married, had sixteen

children, and was reputed to be the court

nymphomaniac did not seem to mar her

virginal image—as long as she was unattain-

able to the knight or the poet. In fact, her

belonging to the ruler of the realm only en-

hanced her image as an unattainable mother.

Had Shakespeare addressed his sonnets to

this unattainable female, no one wonld have

raised an eyebrow.

And yet this division ofWoman into sacred

and profane, this separation of love and sex,

this expression of preference for the sublime,

asexual, and totally unattainable Woman is

an expression of at least latent homosexual-

ity. It is the wish to abdicate the role of the

male—“If she is asexual, I don’t have to func-

tion sexually with her.’’ For, under the veil

of the “ideal pure love,’’ lies a basic distrust

—the hatred of women that is a recognized

source of homosexual tendencies.

As psychiatrist Ernest Jones defined it,

“Both types of women are felt to be hostile:

the pure one out of resentment at her re-

pulses, the sensual one out of the temptation

she otters to plunge into guiltiness. Misogyny

is the inevitable result.”

So Shakespeare was a misogynist. Of that

there is little doubt. And he was more than a

little taken with a lovely young boy of his

acquaintance. But was he a homosexual? It

certainly appears so, doesn’t it?

Or does it?

Perhaps a clarification of terminology is

in order before we try to reach a verdict.

What is a homosexual?

The body of existing psychological know-

ledge indicates that there is no such thing

as a pure homosexual—a man whose relation-

ship with women is devoid throughout his

life of any libidinous feelings. But if a man
never engages in sexual relations with wom-
en and indulges in pederastic practices with

men it is, of course, enough: He is definitely

a homosexual.

There is, on the other hand, no such thing

as a pure heterosexual either—a man who
has never in his life had libidinous feelings

towards another man. But if he has sexual

relations only with women and if his attach-

ment to men, particularly in his adult life,

does not exceed normal friendship, he is

properly considered a heterosexual.

Between these two there is a whole gamut

of overt and latent homosexuality— and

somewhere within it there is the phenome-

non of bisexuality, in which sexual inter-

course with both sexes is practiced.

Shakespeare had a wife and three children,

and—according to the sonnets—at least one

mistress. His knowledge of the physical as

well as the spiritual relationships between

men and women is so astute that it is un-

canny, and had to have been related to j)er-

sonal experience.

Let us re-examine his work.

The heroes of Shakespeare’s plays are vir-

ile, sexually dynamic men whose language is

honest and straightforward. There is hardly

a play that is not replete with robust bawd-

iness. In contrast, there are only a few refer-

ences to homosexuality in the plays, a fact

that Eric Partridge cites in denying that

Shakespeare was a homosexual.

The declarations of deep love for the

lovely youth are numerous in the sonnets,

but the pederastic act itself is denied. At

least twice (in Sonnets 20 and 36) , inter-

course is described as impossible owing to

the “addition,” the penis, with which nature

endowed the youth. Significantly, the poet

never seems to think of the homosexual forms

of intercourse.

In his The Sonnets of Shakespeare: A
Psycho-sexnal Analysis, H. M. Young main-

tains that the mere fact that the boy is de-

scribed as possessing a “woman’s face” ex-

cludes homosexuality: “The woman’s face

would add no charm in the eyes of a homo-

sexual, and the one thing which nature so

carelessly added (the penis) would not have

been to the poet’s purpose ‘nothing.’ It

would, so far from ‘defeating’ him, have been

the one thing absolutely essential.”

These are all of the known facts.

Pieced together, they present the picture

of a man who felt rejected in women’s love.

Embittered by a distasteful forced marriage

and by a shattering attair with a faithless,

nymphomaniacal married woman, Shake-

speare’s sexual nausea probably drove him
to seek an ideal relationship with a youth

who possessed the beauty of a woman but not

the “shifting change” of her heart (Sonnet

20). The Neoplatonic atmosphere of Eliza-

bethan England in which homosexually ori-

ented “friendship societies” were popular

was conducive to such an action, as was the

influence of Renaissance Italy—where Mich-

elangelo and Leonardo da Vinci also had their

“lovely boys.”

But the infatuation with the fickle youth

apparently ottered no solution to the poet’s

mystic search for ideal spiritual love. And
though the relationship had undeniable

homosexual overtones, it is highly unlikely

that it included actual coital contact.

In the end, the poet accepted the laws of

nature that militated against his search. In his

last important play, the manifestly autobio-

graphical The Tempest, Shakespeare gently

banished the hermaphrodi tic spirit Ariel, and

in a mood of final reconciliation with the

world he ends his drama with the happy be-

trothal of Miranda and Ferdinand: “O brave

new world, /That hath such {)eople in’t!”

So that’s the story.

Did Shakespeare have homosexual tend-

encies? Obviously. But, of course, this does

not tlim the luster of his literary star one bit.

As Shakespeare himself Avrote:

No, lam that I am, and they that level

At my abuses—reckon up their oimi . . .
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Tliese stereopticon photos, circa 1903, were that

generation’s substitute for television or tno¥ies.The

courting couple would sit in the parlor • properly

chaperoned, of course -and gaze at the pictures in

AMAZiNO three dimensions. This particuiar series,

from the proposal to the consummation, was calculated

to put any young swain in the mood for marriage.

( 1 ) The Proposal.

(2) Dressing the Bride.
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PERFEC"

STEREOGRAPH.

(Trade

M.ark.)

Pnifnted

April

14,

1^03.

Other

Patents

Pending.

(3) The Bride.

(4) “With this Ring, I thee Wed.”

(5) “To the Health of the Bride.”
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(6) Alone at Last.
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THE LONG-AFTER-MIDNIGHTGIRL
A SHORT, SHORT STORY BY RAY BRADBURY

The police ambulance went up into the pali-

sades at the wrong hour. It is always the wrong

hour when the police ambulance goes anywhere,

but this was especially wrong for it was long after

midnight and nobody imagined it would ever be

day again, because the sea coming in on the light-

less shore below said as much, and the wind

blowing salt cold in from the Pacific re affirmed

this, and the fog muffling the sky and putting out

the stars struck the final, unfelt but disabling

blow. The weather said it had been here forever,

man was hardly here at all, and would soon be

gotie. Under the circumstances it was hard for the

men gathered on the cliff, with several cars, the

headlights on, and flashlights bobbing, to feel

real, trapped as they were between a sunset they

hardly remembered and a sunrise that would not

be imagined.

The slender weight hanging from the tree,

turning in the cold salt wind, did not diminish

this feeling in any way.

The slender weight was a girl, no more than

nineteen, in a light green gossamer party frock,

coat and shoes lost somewhere in the cool night,

who had brought a rope up to these cliffs and

found a tree with a branch half out over the cliff

and tied the rope in place and made a loop for

her neck and let herself out on the wind to hang
there swinging. The rope made a dry scraping

whine on the branch, until the police came, and
the ambulance, to take her back up out of space

and place her on the ground.

A single phone call had come in about mid-

night telling what they might find out here on
the edge of the cliff and whoever it was hung up
swiftly and did not call again, and now the hours

had passed and all that could be done was done
and over, the police were finished and leaving,

and there was just the ambulance now and the

men with the ambulance to load the quiet burden
and head for the morgue.

Of the three men remaining around the

sheeted form there was Carlson, who had been
at this sort of thing for thirty years, and Moreno,
who had been at it for ten, and Latting, who was
new to the job a few weeks back. Of the three it

was Latting now who stood on the edge of the

cliff looking at that empty tree limb, the rope in

his hand, not able to take his eyes away. Carlson

came up behind him. Hearing him, Latting said,

“What a place, what an awful place to die.”

“Any place is awful, if you decide you want to

go bad enough,” said Carlson. “Come on, kid.”

Latting did not move. He put out his hand
to touch the tree. Carlson grunted and shook his

head. “Go ahead. Try to remember it all.”

“Any reason why I shouldn’t?” Latting turned
quickly to look at that emotionless gray face of

the older man. “You got any objections?”

“No objections. I was the same way once. But
after a while you learn it’s best not to see. You
eat better. You sleep better. After a while you
learn to forget.”

“I don’t want to forget,” said Latting. “Good
God, somebody died up here just a few hours ago.

She deserves—”

“She deserved, kid, past tense, not present.

She deserved a better shake and didn’t get it. Now
she deserves a decent burial. That’s all we can do

for her. It’s late and cold. You can tell us all

about it on the way.”

“That could be your daughter there.”

“You won’t get to me that way, kid. It’s not

my daughter, that’s what counts. And it’s not

yours, though you make it sound like it was. It’s

a nineteen-year-old girl, no name, no purse, noth-

ing. I’m sorry she’s dead. There, does that help?”

“It could if you said it right.”

“I’m sorry, now pick up the other end of the

stretcher.”

Latting picked up one end of the stretcher

but did not walk with it and only looked at the

figure beneath the sheet.

“It’s awful being that young and deciding to

just quit.”

“Sometimes,” said Carlson, at the other end
of the stretcher, “I get tired, too.”

“Sure but you’re—” Latting stopped.

“Go ahead, say it. I’m old. Somebody fifty,

sixty, it’s okay, who gives a damn, somebody nine-

teen, everybody cry. So don’t come to my funeral,

kid, and no flowers.”

“I didn’t mean . .
.” said Latting.

“Nobody means, but everybody says, and luck-

ily I got the hide of an iguana. March.”

They moved with the stretcher toward the

ambulance where Moreno was opening the doors

wider.

“Boy,” said Latting, “she’s light. She doesn’t

weigh anything.”

“That’s the wild life for you, you punks, you
kids.” Carlson was getting into the back of the

ambulance now and they were sliding the stretcher

in. “I smell whiskey. You young ones think you
can drink like college fullbacks and keep your

weight. Hell, she don’t even weigh ninety pounds,

if that.”

Latting put the rope in on the floor of the

ambulance. “I wonder where she got this?”

“It’s not like poison,” said Moreno. “Anyone
can buy rope and not sign. This looks like block-

and-tackle rope. She was at a beach party maybe
and got mad at her boyfriend and took this from
his car and picked herself a spot. . .

.”

They took a last look at the tree out over the

cliff, the empty branch, the wind rustling in the

leaves, then Carlson got out and walked around
to the front seat with Moreno, and Latting got in

the back and slammed the doors.

They drove away down the dim incline to-

ward the shore where the ocean laid itself, card

after white card, in thunders, upon the dark sand.

They drove in silence for a while, letting their

headlights, like ghosts, move on out ahead. Then
Latting said, “I’m getting myself a new job.”

Moreno laughed. “Boy, you didn’t last long.

I had bets you wouldn’t last. Tell you what, you’ll

be back. No other job like this. All the other jobs

are dull. Sure, you get sick once in a while. I do.

I think: I’m going to quit. I almost do. Then I

stick with it. And here I am.”
“Well, you can stay,” said Latting. “But I’m

full up. I’m not curious anymore. I seen a lot the

last few weeks, but this is the last straw. I’m sick

of being sick.Or worse. I’m sickof your not caring.”

“Who doesn’t care?”

“Both of you!”

Moreno snorted. “Light us a couple, huh,

Carlie?” Carlson lit two cigarettes and passed

one to Moreno who puffed on it, blinking his

eyes, driving along by the loud strokes of the sea.

“Just because we don’t scream and yell and jump
around and throw fits—”

“I don’t want fits,” said Latting, in the back,

crouched by the sheeted figure. “I just want a

little human talk, I just want you to look differ-

ent than you would walking through a butcher’s

shop. If I ever get like you two, not worrying, not

bothering, all thick skin and tough—”
“We’re not tough,” said Carlson, quietly,

thinking about it, “we’re acclimated.”

“Acclimated, hell, when you should be mimbT’
“Kid, don’t tell us what we should be when

you don’t even know what we are. Any doctor is

a lousy doctor who jumps down in the grave with

every patient. All doctors did that, there’d be no
one to help the live and kicking. Get out of the

grave, boy, you can’t see nothing from there.”

There was a long silence from the back, and
at last Latting started talking, mainly to himself:

“I wonder how long she was up there alone on
the cliff, an hour, two? It must have been funny
up there looking down at all the campfires, know-
ing you were going to wipe the whole business

clean off. I suppose she was to a dance, or a beach
party and she and her boyfriend broke up. The
boyfriend will be down at the station tomorrow to

identify her. I’d hate to be him. How he’ll feel—’

“He won’t feel anything. He won’t even show
up,” said Carlson, steadily, mashing out his ciga-

rette in the front-seat tray. “He was probably the

one found her and made the call and ran. Two
bits will buy you a nickel he’s not worth the pol-

ish on her little fingernail. Some slobby lout of a

guy with pimples and bad breath. Christ, why
don’t these girls learn to wait until morning.”

“Yeah,” said Moreno. “Everything’s better in

the morning.”

“Try telling that to a girl in love,” said Latting.

“Now a man,” said Carlson, lighting a fresh

cigarette, “he just gets himself drunk, says to hell

with it, no use killing yourself for no woman.”
They drove in silence a while past all the

small dark beach houses with only a light here or

there, it was so late.

“Maybe,” said Latting, “she was going to have
a baby.”

“It happens.”

“And then the boyfriend runs off with some-
one and this one just borrows his rope and walks
up on the cliff,” said Latting. “Answer me, now,
is that or isn’t it love?”

“It,” said Carlson, squinting, searching the

dark, “is a kind of love. I give up on what kind.”

“Well, sure,” said Moreno, driving. “I’ll go
along with you, kid. I mean, it’s nice to know
somebody in this world can love that hard.”

They all thought for a while, as the ambu-



lance purred between quiet palisades and now
quiet sea and maybe two of them thought fleet-

ingly of their wives and tract-houses and sleeping
children and all the times years ago when they
had driven to the beach and broken out the beer
and necked up in the rocks and lay around on the
blankets with guitars, singing and feeling like
life would go on just as far as the ocean went,
which was very far, and maybe they didn’t think
that at all. Latting, looking up at the backs of the
two older men’s necks, hoped or perhaps only
nebulously wondered if these men remembered
any hrst kisses, the taste of salt on the lips. Had
there ever been a time when they had stomped
the sand like mad bulls and yelled out of sheer
joy and dared the universe to put them down?

And by their silence, Latting knew that yes,
with all his talking, and the night, and the wind,
and the cliff and the tree and the rope, he had
gotten through to them, it, the event, had gotten
through to them. Right now, they had to be
thinking of tlieir wives in their warm beds, long
dark miles away, unbelievable, suddenly unattain-
able while here they were driving along a salt-

layered road at a dumb hour half between cer-
tainties, bearing with them a strange thing on a
cot and a used length of rope.

“Her boyfriend,” said Latting, “will be out
dancing tomorrow night with somebody else.That
gripes my gut.”

I wouldn’t mind,” said Carlson, “beating the
hell out of him.”

Latting moved the sheet. “They sure wear
their hair crazy and short, some of them. All curls,
but short. Loo much make-up. Too— ” He stopped.

“You were saying?” asked Moreno.
Latting moved the sheet some more. He said

nothing. In the next minute there w'as a rustling
sound of the sheet, moved now here, now there.
Latting’s face was pale.

“Hey,” he murmured, at last. “Hey.”
Instinctively, Moreno slowed the ambulance.
“Yeah, kid?”

“I just found out something,” said Latting.
“I had this feeling all along, she’s wearing too
much make-up, and the hair, and—”

“So?”

“Well, for God’s sake,” said Latting. his lips

hardly moving, one hand up to feel his own face
to see what its expression was. “You want to know
something funny?”

“Make us laugh,” said Carlson.

The ambulance slowed even more as Latting
said, “It’s not a woman. I mean, it’s not a girl.

I mean, well, it’s not a female. Understand}''
1 he ambulance slowed to a crawl.

The wind blew in oil the Aague morning sea
through the window as the two iq> front turned
and stared into the back of the tunbulancc at the
shape there on the cot.

Somebody tell me,” said Latting, so (juiet

they almost could not hear the words. “Do we
stop leeling bad now? Or do we feel wor.se?”

Nobody answered.

A wa\e, and then anotlier, and then another,
mo\’cd in and loll upon the mindless shore.



“I go into a restaurant and ask for a piece of cake. They walk away

from me. A ‘piece’ is a ‘hump’ and ‘cake’ is to eat it. All food has differ-

ent meanings. They told it to me. A cruller is a prick. A doughnut is a

cunt. Rye bread is an ass hole. Mustard is shit. When I went past a syna-

gogue, I spit. I did it for a long time, then it came to me, and I stopped.”

‘‘What came to you?”

‘‘It was my father.”

THE SEXUAL SIDE
OFANTI-SEMITISIVI
BY SHEPHERD RAYMOND

The above remarks—quoted iii the Psycho-

analytic Review of 1947—were made by a psy-

chotic patient of Dr. John N. Rosen, a New
York psychiatrist, who was pointing out the

frequently uncanny insight of the psychotic

into the symbolism of sex.

Now, to the layman uninitiated into the

arcana of sexual symbolism, the oddest of

these insights would probably be the syna-

gogue as a representation of a hated father.

But time and again psychoanalysts have es-

tablished the invariability of this Jews=
hated-father equation. And for good reason.

It is the fans et origo of anti-Semitism, the

pulsating heart that feeds its poison into the

anti-Semite’s arteries. Find someone who spits

at synagogues and you will find someone who
yearns to spit at his father.

Psychiatrist Paid Schilder once treated a

patient who had the curious fantasy that all

women were Christians and all men were

Jews. In his childhood, it turned out, the

man had witnessed terrible quarrels between
his mother and his father; he always sided

with his mother. And as a boy he would often

masturbate with his brother, who also hated

their father. During the act the two boys

woidd shout in unison: “Kill all the Jews!’’

Why, exactly, should there be a connection

in the mind of the anti-Semite between |ews

and his hated father?

To begin with, “Judaism is the undisputed

parent of Christianity,” as Dr. Burton B.

Steel wrote in the Journal of the Hillside

Hospital (1956) . “It is this fact,” he says,

“which has been so frequently relegated to

the unconscious.”

Then too, as almost every Christian child

learns in Sunday school, the Jews killed Jesus

—and Jesus was the archetypal Son revolting

against the evil fathers. Dr. Rudolph AI.

Loewenstein considers this the basic expla-

nation ofanti-Semitism.Writing in

and Jews: A Psychoanalytic Explanation

(1951) ,
he says:

“Since the Christian child identifies with

the Son of God, the father whom the Jews

recognize becomes associated in his mind
with the Jews. The Jews are pictured in his

mind as the ‘elders,’ the older generation—in

other words, they become the transformed

image of his own father. Thus the ancient

conflict between Christ and the Jews which

took place nineteen hundred years ago re-

flects the child’s own past conflicts with his

father, and becomes the unconscious symbol

of his Oedipus complex.”

Still another reason for the equation is

that the Jews, like a stern father, gave the

world a strict moral code—the Ten Com-
mandments—and many Christians haven’t

forgotten or forgiven this. A bank note for

Jews (the Judengeld) issued by the Nazis

pictured a bearded, hook-nosed Jew point-

ing to the tablets of the law. The pre-Nazi

Houston Stewart Chamberlain used to rant

that “it was the Jews who brought into our

gay world the ever-threatening conception

of sin,” and that “the Germans are still plod-

ding behind the Ark of the Covenant as the

serfs of the Jews.”

The Jews’ mysteriousness, furthermore, is

like that of a child’s parents—as Dr. Arthur

B. Brenner has said, “their unintelligible

private language, their exotic rituals and

practices, can correspond to the fascinating

and mysterious secret which father and

mother share, and from which the child is

excluded” {Psychoanalytic (Quarterly, 1947).

But perhaps most significantly, the Jews

are known to circumcise their young. To im-

pressionable Christian children, circumcision

is simply mutilation of the genitals—and

castration is what they fear most from their

fathers. Freud himself thought that the cas-

tration complex was “the deepest uncon-

scious root of anti-Semitism; for even in the

nursery little boys hear that a Jew has some-

thing cut off his penis.”

The Jew-father as castrator throws light

on the puzzling ritual-murder myth. During

the Middle Ages—and as late as 1946, in

Kielce, Poland—the Jews were accused of

murdering little Christian boys. Bloody po-

groms were organized in retaliation.

Dr. Henry Loeblowitz-Lennard notes that

the “charge in the myth of the ritual murder

is frequently death by dismemberment and

mutilation, the Christian child is almost al-

ways male, and the charge is leveled at male

Jews only.” In essence, the offense is castra-

tion. Joseph Jacobs, in The Jeio in Angevin

England (1893) , reports: “In 1202, a Jew,

Bonefand of Bedford, was accused of totally

cutting off the privy member of one Richard,

the nephew of Robert de Sutton.”

Alodern anti-Semites often have a pro-

found fear of circumcision-castration. Some
100 anti-Semitic students studied by Else

Frenkel-Brunswik and R. Nevitt Sanford

{Anti-Semitism: A Social Disease, 1946) all

had “unconscious inferiority feelings center-

ing mainly about the castration complex.”

Dr. Nathan W. Ackerman, in Anti-Semi-

tism and Emotional Disorder (1950) , cited a

patient who told him: “I can’t understand

why so many Gentiles are circumcised. That’s

what the Jews did to America. Their mission

is to circumcise every single Christian in the

country.”

Dr. Jules Glenn, in the Psychoanalytic

Quarterly of 1960, wrote of a 30-year-old

white Protestant who was furious because he

had been circumcised. “Reminding himself

that his own parents had had the operation

performed on him, he thought of biting his

father’s penis. His father, he said, looked

Jewish.”

Even the great scientist Paolo Montegazza

apparently was obsessed with castration fears.

In The Sexual Relations of Mankind (1885),

he wrote: “Though I am by no means an

anti-Semite, and have a great esteem for the

Israelites, I say, and shall always say, to the

Jews: Do not mutilate yourselves, and im-

print on your bodies this hateful mark, which

distinguishes you from other men.”

Additional evidence in support of the

Jews= hated-father equation is abundant

everywhere, in custom, history, myth, and

in individual anti-Semites.

Recall the stereotyped Jew pictured by

anti-Semites.

Like the hated-father, the Jews are all-

powerful—they are international conspira-

tors, be they Capitalists, Communists, Lib-
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erals, or Zionists.

Hated lather figures are transformed into

Jews: anti-Semites often mockingly called

Franklin D. Roosevelt “Rosenfeld.”

The hated-father is a love-rival in the boy’s

pursuit of his mother: hence one explanation

of why the Jews are pictured as monsters of

sensuality. Even their physical features have

been invested with phallic significance. As

Dr. Loeblowitz-Lennard shrewdly pointed

out in the Psychoanalytic Quarterly (1947),

“Some of the pecidiar features attributed to

the Jews—and their nnconscions elabora-

tions—are horns, tails, tremendous growths

of hair and beard, enormous noses, extreme

age. The tail as a j)hallic symbol needs no

elaboration, and the symbolism of the facial

features is described by Frend: ‘Here may I

draw attention to the frequent “displace-

ment from below to above” which is at the

service of sexual repression. . . . We have such

a case when the genitals are replaced by the

face in the symbolism of unconscious thought.

. . . The nose is compared to the penis in nu-

merous allusions, and in each case the pres-

ence of the hair completes the resemblance.’”

According to Rabbi Joshua Trachtenberg,

today in rural America people still believe

that Jews have tails and horns.

But what of female anti-Semites—shouldn’t

they be sexually attracted to their “fathers”?

Dr. Loewenstein has provided the answer:

“Women anti-Semites are known to be both

attracted and repelled by Jews.” And Dr.

Bernhardt Berliner says if a Jew “is subtle in

seduction a Gentile woman may easily be

won by him.” It follows, too, that male anti-

Semites woidd be more tolerant of Jewish

women than Jewish men, and they are: There

are many cases of anti-Semites marrying Jew-

ish women.

Once the truth of the Jews=hated-father

equation is accepted, a natural question

arises. Virtually everyone harbors a residue

of malice against his father. Virtually every-

one views the Jew as a father symbol. Is, then,

virtually everyone anti-Semitic?

The answer is yes. Virtually everyone does

bear some malice, however minute, against

the Jews—including Jews themselves. And
even if someone has successfully repressed

all of his father-hatred, he can find a million

and one other reasons to be anti-Semitic—

social, political, economic, or what have you.

But, as the witticism goes, a true anti-Semite

is someone who hates Jews a little too much.

He is not content with excluding Jews from

country clubs and telling anti-Semitic jokes.

Furthermore, when confronted with facts, he

cannot overcome his hatred. Dr. Ackerman

maintains that the “test for the normalcy [!]

of an anti-Semitic attitude lies in its rever-

sibility when exposed to facts.”

The rabid anti-Semite is an easily distin-

guishable breed. As Dr. Max Horkeimer has

said, “Though the Jews, who have changed

much in the course of history, are certainly

no race, the anti-Semites in a way are a race.

because they always use the same slogans,

display the same attitudes.”

Almost all of the rabid anti-Semite’s dis-

tinguishing marks are deducible from the

fact that he is father-oriented. I'ypically, he

grew iq) in a family where the father was

dominant; typically, he consciously or un-

consciously bears a grudge against his father

(Dr. Ackerman cites a naive anti-Semite who
reported that “whenever he visited his par-

ents, he was troubled by a vague feeling of

some ‘unfinished business’ between him and

his father, something he ‘wanted to settle’ ”)

.

And, typically, in struggling to supplant his

tyrannical father, the anti-Semite over-

emphasizes masctdine qualities.

It is not surprising, therefore, that many—
if not most—anti-Semites have a streak of

latent homosexuality in their make-up. Man-
liness is such a fervently desired quality for

them that even attraction for the opposite sex

is undermined. Dr. Walter Schindler, an Eng-

lish psychotherapist who was among the first

to link latent homosexuality to anti-Semitism,

has noted that Adolf Hitler was “a strong

latent homosexual” [International Journal

of Sexology, 1949). Other Filhrer also delight

in surrounding themselves with tough young

men; the reader can easily siqjply examples.

Continuing, we find that the father-orient-

ed anti-Semite is almost invariably a militarist

and a political conservative, sometimes even

a fascist. He opposes the welfare state as a

sign of weakness; he favors wars as signs of

masculinity. Frenkel-Brunswik and Sanford

have said that the anti-Semite pictures him-

self “as mascidine, aggressive, and tough. . . .

An appeal for tolerance in the name of hu-

manity is completely lost on him, for the

idea of identifying with the underdog is what

arouses his greatest anxiety.”

Sex disgusts the rabid anti-Semite, because

of his homosexual impidses, and he tends

to be Puritanical. Yet he is fascinated by

pornography, by literature that makes the

sexual act as dirty as he thinks it is.

This composite portrait of a rabid anti-

Semite was borne out by a study made in

1944 of 128 students at the University of

California. Anti-Semitism was found to be

more common among Repidilicans than

Democrats, and among Catholic and Prot-

estant sectarians than among nonsectarian

Protestants and the nonreligious. Daniel
J.

Levinson and R. Nevitt Sanford, who made
the study, also found that the incidence of

anti-Semitism was high in veterans’ groups

and was “found to increase directly with the

amount of the father’s income. . .
.”

A nation is the individual writ large, and

anti-Semitic countries tend to have the same

characteristics as individual anti-Semites.

They are totalitarian, militant, and rife with

homosexuality, and they overemphasize mas-

culinity. Catholic countries, according to Dr.

Berliner, have less anti-Semitism than Prot-

estant countries, because they have a strong

maternal streak, typified by the cidts center-

ing on the Virgin Mary and the female saints.

Dr. Loeblowitz-Lennard has laid clown

this principle: “In general, countries with

authoritarian family-structure produce vio-

lent popular anti-Semitism.”

Germany has always required a militaris-

tic, patriarchal society, because it has warred
with its neighbors throughout history. In

Nazi Germany, homosexuality was especially

widespread. Dr. Schindler has pointed to the

homosexual tendencies in the German Youth
Movements and student corporations, and
“in the relations among officers of the Army,
where these tendencies found erotic symbolic

expression in the Liebesniahl (love feast)

and later on again in the German Scout Move-
ment (Wanderhewegung) where homosexual
relationships were easily discernible.”

Anti-Semitism has also been traditional in

Russia, never more so than under Stalin; and
the purge of the Jewish doctors was especially

revealing because psychoanalysts agree that

doctors are a symbol of the father.

In America, anti-Semitism has never been

strong. “The American way of life,” as Dr.

Schindler points out, “has a strong maternal

trait [Mother’s Day is, for example, far more
widely celebrated than Father’s Day] and as

long as the country is not threatened in its

peaceful development . . . anti-Semitism will

be quite negligible.” In wartime, however,

masculine traits are emphasized and even in

America anti-Semitism begins to thrive. Dur-

ing World War II, one often heard that the

Jews started the war, that they were black

marketeers, that they avoided military serv-

ice. And Dr. Schindler very properly warns

that “if America’s insecurity should become
threatened, anti-Semitism might increase.”

For so complex a disease as anti-Semitism,

there is no all-powerful panacea. Many rem-

edies have been suggested, from establishing

a “culture of love” to discontinuing toilet-

training before the eighth month. If this

paper has accomplished anything, though,

it has shown that anti-Semitism has deep, ir-

rational roots, and pulling out all of the

roots is an arduous project indeed.

Perhaps Freud was right in accepting anti-

Semitism as “a discontent of civilization.”

But perhaps Frenkel-Brunswik and San-

ford are right in saying that “the only cure

would seem to lie in emotional security, self-

understanding, and psychological maturity.

We cannot hope to psychoanalyze everybody,

but ... we shoidd mobilize all jrossible en-

ergy behind a program for increased educa-

tion about man and society. If one is inclined

to regard such a program as hopelessly long-

term, let him remember that education is a

\ ery durable middle-class value, and that the

people’s appetite for correct information is

often greater than the ca[)acity of science to

supjdy it. It is well to remember that the

kind of understanding of which we speak

has steadily increased during the course of

history. The struggle against anti-Semitism

is a part of the struggle for enlightenment.”
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There’s only one use for a woman—get out before I show you!

—Frank Harris, 1912, to eight literary ladies he chased out of his home.

If we can believe Frank Harris, he had been everywhere,

met everybody, and done everything.

In the course of his life he had been a bootblack, cowboy,

lawyer, editor, deep-sea diver, novelist, swindler, hnancier,

blackmailer, lecturer, bouncer, poet, butcher, ad man, seducer,

playwright, plagiarist, teacher, reporter, literary critic, and

jailbird. His adoring friends included everyone from Wild Bill

Hickok to Winston Churchill. He had helped build the Brook-

lyn Bridge with his own hands; he had fought and killed

Indians in the Wild West; he had stumbled upon a monu-

mental archaeological discovery in Greece; he had seduced a

12-year-old nymphette in Paris.

Unfortunately, we cannot believe Frank Harris. He was a

liar—a spectacular, colossal. Gargantuan liar. His fantastic bi-

ography of his good friend Oscar Wilde so astonished Oscar

Wilde Jr. that the poor lad wondered aloud “whether any such

person as Oscar Wilde ever existed.” Bernard Shaw, noting

that Harris claimed to have rescued H.G. Wells, Rudyard

Kipling, and Shaw himself from poverty and obscurity, pre-

dicted that the list would soon include Henry James, Thack-

eray, Dickens, Goldsmith, Shakespeare, and Chaucer. “He is

quite welcome as far as I am concerned,” said Shaw generously,

“but the others may be touchy.” To all charges of this sort

Harris had a characteristic answer: “Any damned son of a bitch

can put down what he’s heard. I’m an artist, not a reporter.”

Right now Harris is probably roaring with laughter as he

looks up and sees all the inartistic reporters having nervous

breakdowns trying to write his definitive biography. It is im-

possible. Separating the facts from the exaggerations, half-

truths, and downright falsehoods would require the patience

of Edward Gibbon, the insight of Albert Einstein, the memory
of an I.B.M. 7080 computer, and the sympathy of Donatien

Alphonse Francois, the Marquis deSade. One scholar who tried

it gave up in disgust, concluding that the only unassailable

facts we kno^v about Frank Harris are that he may have been

born in 1854 and quite possibly died in 1931. Another scholar

who actually completed a biography begins it this way: “Frank

Harris was born in two different countries on three different

dates and his name was not Frank Harris.”

Some things we are sure of, though. The legend that Frank

James) Harris was a demon lover is absolutely true, despite

all his protestations to the affirmative. Women just adored him.

He was short (not even five feet five) and stocky, he sported a

walruslike mustache, and he had big ears and a big nose—he

admitted it, he was ugly. But his unwavering conception of

himself as a cross between Hercules, Shakespeare, and Jesus

Christ was infectious: It forced even the most abstemious of

women to reflect on the glory of being seduced by such a Great

Man. His voice was another marvelous asset—someone said it

sounded like the rustling of iron leaves. “His great voice pen-

etrated your personality, vibrated inside you,” one of his mis-

tresses declared, “and his boldness, the swift stroke towards the

very heart of you, got you in its grip and from then on you

were hypnotized and there wasn’t much choice.” Another of

his conquests summed it up neatly: “With Frank it is as if he

had been granted an extra organ.”

He was no conventional ladies’ man with polished manners

and sophisticated chit-chat. He was as vulgar and unrefined as

a dog in heat, and his behavior -was unspeakable (Harris him-

self, however, ^vould happily speak on that subject for hours).

“Frank Harris has been invited to all the great houses of Eng-

land,” O.scar Wilde said, “—once.” His little faux pas are

famous. At one tepid tea of the London literati, his voice sud-
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denly boomed out: “rape! any sensible woman would relax

AND ENJOY it!” Another time, at an exclusive garden party, he

went over to a beautiful and sheltered young lady and began

a one-sided discussion of pederasty; later, spying a frail clergy-

man wearing gaiters and enrapturing several Helen Hokinson

types with his religious fervor, Harris marched over and in a

voice that almost knocked the clergyman down shouted; “tell

ME—DEAN—DID JESUS CHRIST WEAR GAITERS?” Best of all: At a

glittering dinner party during the height of the London social

season, suddenly, over the tinkling hum of the voices, came a

rumble like thunder: “homosexuality! no, i know nothing

OF THE JOYS OF HOMOSEXUALITY. MY FRIEND OSCAR WILDE CAN

NO DOUBT TELL YOU ABOUT THAT.” A swift, solemii sileiice. Not

a sound for minutes. Then: “but i must say that if Shake-

speare HAD ASKED ME I SHOULD HAVE HAD TO SUBMIT.”

Even Bernard Shaw was offended. “The trouble with

Frank,” he once said, “was his appalling and ruthless candour,

delivered in a voice which hlled the largest theatres and domi-

nated the noisiest dinner parties. It was a rule at the time that

you must not say anything to a young unmarried lady that

could bring a blush to her cheek. Yet Harris assumed, in per-

fect good faith, that every young woman over hfteen knew the

tales of Maupassant by heart, was as open to the discussion of

sex in all its aspects as Mr. Havelock Ellis, and had a portfolio

of the etchings of Felicien Rops on her bedroom shelf.”

“.
. . candour .... perfect good faith . .

.” Shaw believed

that Harris’s outrageous vulgarity was merely a front to mask

his bountiful heart and overflowing sentiment. He was an in-

nocent, “a romantic boy and even a sensitive child without the

ghost of a notion of the sort of society he was living in and the

people he was up against.” An interesting view, but difficult to

reconcile with unimpeachable evidence of Harris’s ruthlessness.

There was the time he was living on the Italian Riviera and

inserted an advertisement in a local newspaper announcing a

beauty contest for teen-aged virgins. The virgins came, saw,

and were conquered. They were told to undress in separate

bedrooms, then were escorted separately into Harris’s room.

As Vincent Brome says in his biography of Harris, “The num-
ber of young girls who were prepared to behave in a highly un-

conventional manner when they understood him to be a

wealthy and influential man, multiplied. Soon, they were not

merely disrobing,' but responding to his caresses and quickly

reaching that stage of emancipation where they indignantly

proclaimed themselves the possessors of organs more suited to

love than their rivals.” This is not the frolicsome antic of a

“romantic boy” and a “sensitive child.”

Frank Harris was, in fact, everything his enemies said he

was—a boor, a scoundrel, a lecher, a blackguard. Yet no one,

significantly, has ever accused Harris of one particular fault:

being a bad writer. Every line he ever wrote lives and breathes

—a fact acknowledged by all the critics, whether unfriendly or

actively hostile.

His masterpiece is a four-volume celebration of the subject

dearest to his heart—himself. George Moore, the novelist, in-

spired him. He had told Harris, “You have, in yourself, a sub-

ject that will carry your name down the ages, if you write it

with the necessary sincerity—that of Jean-Jacques—and it will

not surprise me if you do write it.” Harris did write it, and with

all the frankness of Jean-Jacques Rousseau, if not with any of

his self-abasement. He polished off Volume One of My Life

and Loves in (of all places) Tannersville, New York, in 1922.

Volumes Two, Three, and Four were dashed off during the

next few years in the south of France.

Sensing the uproar that would ensue, Harris had Volume
One published in Germany. Copies were then smuggled whole-

sale into the United States disguised in dust jackets reading

A Tale of Two Cities and Old Goriot. American readers were

horrihed beyond their wildest hopes, and John S. Sumner, sec-

retary of the New York Society for the Suppression of Vice,

spurred sales into the thousands when he called the book “a

senile and lip-wetting giggle of an old man about his far-distant

hlthiness.” A few open-minded individuals, however, immedi-

ately recognized the book’s value. H.L. Mencken, for instance,

said that the sex urge, being the chief emotion in a growing

boy, should be described frankly, and called Volume One “a

great human document.” Recently this view has been echoed

by two other great American writers, Mary McCarthy and

Norman Mailer, who, during a panel discussion in Edinburgh

last August, agreed that Harris’s writings on sex were the best

to appear in modern times.

Today an unexpurgated version of My Life and Loves still

cannot be sent through the mails, and the Customs Depart-

ment will impound any copy that arrives on American shores.

Yet the truth of the matter is that My Life and Loves is no
bawdier than Lady Chatterley’s Lover, far less bawdy than

Tropic of Capricorn, and as a work of literature it compares

favorably with both. The condensed version of Volume One
that EROS presents on the following eight pages is—admittedly

—expurgated, but it nonetheless manages to convey the power,

the intensity of the original.

Volume One covers the years from Harris’s birth to the age

of 26. The reader may wonder: Did the advancing years change

Frank Harris, did they dampen his interest in sex? The answer

was given a few years ago in a reminiscence of Harris written by

MacLaren Ross for The London Magazine.

The year was 1929. Harris was living with his second wife,

Nellie, in Nice. Ross, an 18-year-old writer, had screwed up
the courage to accept a dinner invitation.

Ross was worried. He was dressed too elegantly. He wore

a crepe de chine shirt and a white mess jacket and carried a

bright-red carnation in his buttonhole. Worst of all, around
his waist he wore, instead of a belt, a crimson sash. Fortunately

it could not be seen unless he removed his jacket.

The party went along swimmingly. Everybody drank, every-

body listened to Frank Harris talk. And talk and talk.

Then came the crisis. All the men, oppressed by the heat,

removed their jackets. Young Ross, sweat dripping from his

brow, reluctantly removed his. Harris was in the act of pouring

from a bottle. He stopped as if slapped. Suddenly his eyes

squinted in suspicion and he barked;
“
‘Are you a pansy?’

“
‘I beg your pardon?’ I stammered.

“
‘Are you a fairy?’ This time it came loud enough for all

to hear.

“Mrs. Harris called ‘Frank!’ sharply down the table.

“Harris turned slightly in his seat. ‘It’s all right, my dear,’

he said testily, ‘I’m just asking Ross a civil question—nothing to

be alarmed about. Not offended, are you, me boy—don’t mind
me asking, eh?’

“
‘No,’ I said, ‘not at all.’

“
‘And you’re not a fairy now, are you?’

“
‘As a matter of fact, no.’

“
‘You see, Nellie,’ Harris called triumphantly up to his

wife, ‘it’s like I’ve been telling you all evening—he isn’t a queer

just because he dresses like one. And now,’ glancing for ap-

proval at his guests, ‘let’s have something more to drink.’
”
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I was born on the 14th of February 1855,

and named James Thomas. My father was in

the Navy, and we children saw him only at

long intervals. My mother died when I was

nearly four, and soon after we moved to

Kingstown near Dublin.

I used to get up in the night with my sister

Annie, four years my senior, and go foraging

for bread and jam or sugar. One morning,

about daybreak, I stole into the nurse’s room
and saw a man beside her in bed, a man with

a red moustache. I drew my sister in and she

too saw him. We crept out again without

waking them. My only emotion was surprise,

but, next day, the nurse denied me sugar on

my bread and butter, and 1 said: “I’ll tell’’—

I don’t know why: I had then no inkling of

modern journalism.

“Tell what?’’ she asked.

“There was a man in your bed,’’ I replied,

“last night.’’

“Hush, hush!’’ she said, and gave me all

the sugar 1 wanted.

One evening while I was still a school boy,

my older sister Annie and I were together

and she had undressed Chrissie, my younger

sister, for bed, when she opened her own
dress and showed us how her breasts had
grown, while Chrissie’s still remained small.

And indeed, Annie’s were ever so much larger

and prettier and round like apples. Annie
let us touch them gently and was evidently

very proud of them. She sent Chrissie to bed

in the next room while I went on learning a

lesson beside her. Annie left the room to get

something, I think, when Chrissie called me
and I went into the bedroom wondering what
she wanted. She wished me to know that her

breasts would grow too, and be just as pretty

as Annie’s. “Don’t you think so?’’ she asked,

and, taking my hand, put it on them, and I

said, “Yes,” for indeed I liked her better than

Annie, who was all airs and graces and full

of affectations.

I learned nothing from this happening. I

had hardly any sex-thrill with either sister.
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and 1 record the incident here chiefly for an-

other reason. One afternoon about 1890,

Aubrey Beardsley and his sister Mabel, a very

pretty girl, had been lunching with me in

Park Lane. Afterwards, we went into the

Park. I accompanied them as far as Hyde
Park Corner. For some reason or other, I

elaborated the theme that men of 30 or 40

usually corrupted young girls, and women of

30 or 40 in turn corrupted youths.

“I don’t agree with you,” Aubrey re-

marked. “It’s usually a fellow’s sister who
gives him his first lessons in sex. I know it

was Mabel here, who first taught me.”

I was amazed at his outspokenness; Mabel

flushed crimson.

I realized from this that most men’s sisters

were just as precocious as mine and jiist as

likely to act as teachers in the matter of sex.

When I was about 13 it was found that I

had a good alto voice and a very good ear. I

was picked to sing solos, both in school and

in the church choir. One girl alone sang alto

and she and I were separated from the other

boys and girls; the upright piano was put

across the corner of the room and we two sat

or stood behind it almost out of sight of all

the other singers; the organist, of course,

being seated in front of the piano. The girl

E . . . who sang alto with me was about my
own age: she was very pretty or seemed so to

me, with golden hair and blue eyes and I

always made up to her as well as I coidd, in

my boyish way. One day while the organist

was explaining something, E . . . stood up on

the chair and leant over the back of the piano

to hear better or see more. Seated in my chair

behind her, I caught sight of her legs; for her

dress rucked up behind as she leaned over:

at once my breath stuck in my throat. Her
legs were lovely, 1 thought, and the tempta-

tion came to touch them; for no one could

possibly see.

1 got up immediately and stood by the

chair she was standing on. Casually I let my
hand fall against her left leg. She didn’t draw

her leg away or seem to feel my hand, so I

touched her more boldly. She never moved,

though now I knew she must have felt my
hand. I began to slide my hand up her leg

and suddenly my fingers felt the warm flesh

on her thigh where the stocking ended above

the knee. The feel of her warm flesh made me
literally choke with emotion; my hand went

on up warmer and warmer, when suddenly I

touched her sex; there was soft down on it.

The heart-pulse throbbed in my throat. I

have no words to describe the intensity of

my sensations.

Thank God, E . . . did not move or show

any sign of distaste. Curiosity was stronger

even than desire in me; I felt her sex all over

and, at once, the idea came into my head

that it was like a fig (the Italians, I learned

later, call it familiarly “fica”)
; it opened at

my touches and I inserted my finger gently;

still E . . . did not move. Gently I rubbed the

front part of her sex with my finger. I could

have kissed her a thousand times out of pas-

sionate gratitude.

Suddenly as I went on, I felt her move and

then again; plainly she was showingme where

my touch gave her most pleasure: I could

have died for her in thanks; again she moved
and I could feel a little mound or small but-

ton of flesh right in the front of her sex, above

the junction of the inner lij)s; of course it

was her clitoris. Gently I rubbed the clitoris

and at once she pressed down on my finger

for a moment or two. I tried to insert my fin-

ger into the vagina; but she drew away at

once and quickly, closing her sex as if it hurt,

so 1 went back to caressing her tickler.

Suddenly the miracle ceased. The cursed

organist had finished his explanation of the

new plain chant, and as he touched the first

notes on the piano, E . . . drew her legs to-

gether; 1 took away my hand and she stepped

down from the chair: “You darling, darling,”

1 whispered; but she frowned, and then just

gave me a smile out of the corner of her eye

to show me she was not displeased.



Ah, how lovely, how seductive she seemed

to me now, a thousand times lovelier and

more desirable than ever before. As we stood

up to sing again, I whispered to her: “I love

you, love you, dear, dear!”

I can never express the passion of grati-

tude I felt to her for her goodness, her sweet-

ness in letting me touch her sex. E ... it was

who opened the Gates of Paradise to me and

let me first taste the hidden mysteries of sex-

ual delight. Still, after more than 50 years,

I feel the thrill of the joy she gave me by her

response, and the passionate reverence of my
gratitude is still alive in me.

This experience with E . . . had the most

important and unlooked for results. The
mere fact that girls covdd feel sex pleasure

‘‘just as boys do” increased my liking for

them and lifted the whole of sexual inter-

course to a higher plane in my thought. The
excitement and pleasure were so much more

intense than anything I had experienced be-

fore that I resolved to keep myself for this

higher joy. No more self-abuse for me; I

knew something infinitely better. One kiss

was better, one touch of a girl’s sex.

At the age of 13, another great experience

for me occurred when I met a good-looking

man named Tom Connolly, celebrated for

having made numerous conquests of women.
I encountered him at a party. Everyone was

talking of him and I went about after him all

through the gardens and whenever he spoke

my large ears were cocked to hear any word

of wisdom that might fall from his lips. At

length he noticed me and asked me why I

followed him about.

‘‘Everybody says you can win any woman
you like, Mr. Connolly,” I said half-ashamed.

‘‘I want to know how you do it, what you say

to them.”

Unforgettable advice

‘‘Faith, I don’t know,” he said. ‘‘But you’re

a funny little fellow. What age are you to be

asking such questions?”

‘‘I’m fourteen,” I lied.

‘‘You know, your question amuses me,” he

said reflectively. ‘‘Here is your answer: When
you can put a stiff penis in her hand and
weep profusely the while, you’re getting near

any woman’s heart. But don’t forget the

tears.” I found the advice counsel of perfec-

tion! I was unable to weep at such a moment;
but I never forgot the words.

One more incident belongs in this thir-

teenth year and is worthy perhaps of record.

The restraints of school life began to irk me.

‘‘If I were free,” I said to myself, ‘‘I’d go after

E ... or some other girl and have a great

time; as it is, I can do nothing, hope for

nothing.” Life was stale, flat and unprofit-

able to me. Besides, I had read nearly all the

books I thought worth reading in the school

library, and time hung heavy on my hands:

I began to long for liberty as a caged bird.

How was I to get free? Where should I go?

What should I do? One day I read that a

steerage passage to New-York could be had

for five pounds. That amount seemed to me
possible to get, for there was a prize of ten

pounds for books to be given to the second

in the mathematical scholarship exam that

would take place in the summer: I thought

I could win that, and I set myself to study

mathematics harder than ever.

Meanwhile I began reading about Amer-

ica and soon learned of the buffalo and In-

dians on the Great Plains and a myriad of

entrancing romantic pictures opened to my
boyish imagining. I wanted to see the world

and I had grown to dislike England; its snob-

bery, though I had caught the disease, was

loathsome and worse still its spirit of sordid

self-interest. The rich boys were favored by

all the Masters; I was disgusted with English

life as I saw it.

By dint of Hercidean efforts, I managed
to win the prize, and soon I was off on a

steamer to discover the New World.

The second evening of the voyage, the sea

Aubrey Beardsley was long since dead when Harris

wrote that the noted English illustrator told him he
had had his first sexual experience with his own sister.

got up a little and there was a great deal of

sickness. Doctor Keogh, the ship’s doctor and

my roommate, was called out of our cabin

and, while he was away, someone knocked at

the door. I opened it and found a pretty girl.

‘‘Where’s the doctor?” she asked. I told

her he had been called to a cabin passenger.

‘‘Please tell him when he returns that Jes-

sie Kerr, the chief engineer’s daughter, would

like to see him,” she said.

‘‘I’ll go after him now if you wish. Miss

Jessie,” I said. “I know where he is.”

‘‘It isn’t important,” she rejoined, ‘‘but I

feel giddy and he told me he covdd cure it.”

‘‘Coming vq^ on deck is the best cure,” I

declared. ‘‘The fresh air will soon blow the

sick feeling away. You’ll sleep like a top and,

tomorrow morning, you’ll be all right. Will

you come?” She consented readily and in ten

minutes admitted that the slight nausea had
disappeared in the sharp breeze. As we
walked iq) and down the dimly lighted deck,

I had now and then to svqvport her, for the

ship was rolling a little under a souwester.

Jessie told me something about herself; how
she was going to New-York to spend some
months with an elder married sister and how
strict her father was.

Before she went down, I told her she was

the prettiest girl on board and she kissed me
and promised to come up the next evening

and have another walk. ‘‘If you’ve nothing

better to do,” she said at parting, ‘‘you might

come forward to the little promenade deck of

the second cabin and I’ll get one of the men
to arrange a seat in one of the boats for us.”

‘‘Of course,” I promised gladly.

I spent the next afternoon with Jessie in

the stern-sheets of the great launch where we
were out of sight of everyone, and out of

hearing as well.

There we were, tucked in with two rugs

and cradled, so to speak, between sea and
sky, while the keen air whistling past in-

creased our sense of solitude. Jessie, though

rather short, was a very pretty girl with large

hazel eyes and fair complexion.

“Do you really love me?”

I soon got my arm round her and kept kiss-

ing her till she told me she had never known

-

a man so greedy of kisses as I was. It was

delicious flattery to me to speak of me as a

man and in return I raved about her eyes

and mouth and form; caressing her left breast,

I told her I could divine the rest and knew
she had a lovely body. But, when I put my
hand vq3 her clothes, she stopped me when I

got just above her knee and said:

“We’d have to be engaged before I could

let you do that. Do you really love me?”

Of course I swore I did, but, when she

said she’d have to tell her father that we were

engaged to be married, cold shivers went

down my back.

“I can’t marry for a long time yet,” I said.

“I’ll have to make a living first and I’m not

very sure where I’ll begin.”

Meanwhile my right hand was busy: I had

got my fingers to her warm flesh between the

stockings and the drawers and was wild with

desire; soon mouth on mouth, I touched her

small warm sex.

What a gorgeous afternoon we had! I had

learned enough now to slow and obey what

seemed to be her moods. Gently, gently I

caressed her sex with my finger till it opened

and she leaned against me and kissed me of

her own free will, while her eyes turned up
and her whole being was lost in thrills of

ecstasy. When she asked me to stop and take

my hand away, I did her bidding at once and

was rewarded by being told that I was a“dear

boy” and a “sweet” and soon the embracing

and caressing began again. She moved now
in response to my lascivious touchings and,

when the ecstasy came on her, she clasped me
close and kissed me passionately with hot lips.

Afterwards, in my arms she wept a little and

then pouted that she was cross with me for

being so naughty. But her eyes gave them-
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sehes to me even while she tried to scold.

The dinner bell rang and she said she’d

have to go.We made a meeting lor afterwards

on the top deck; but, as she was getting up,

she yielded again to my hand with a little

sigh and 1 found her sex all wet, wet!

She got down out of the boat by the main

rigging and I waited a few moments before

following her. At first, our caution seemed

likely to be rewarded—I thought everyone

believed me to be too young and too small to

be taken seriously. But everything is quickly

known on seaboard, at least by the sailors.

Breathless anticipation

I went down to Dr. Keogh’s cabin, once

more joyful and grateful as I had been with

E. . . . My fingers were like eyes gratifying my
curiosity, and the curiosity was insatiable.

Jessie’s thighs were smooth and firm and

round: I took delight in recalling the touch

of them, and her bottom was firm like warm
marble. I wanted to see her naked and study

her beauties one after the other. Her sex too

was wonderful, fuller even than E. . .’s and

her eyes were finer. Oh, Life was a thousand

times better than school. I thrilled with joy

and passionate wild hopes—perhaps Jessie

would let me, perhaps—I was breathless.

I could not keep my thoughts from Jessie.

After several days of not seeing her, I sent her

a note, begging for her address in New-York,

for I feared to lose her forever in that mael-

strom. I added that I would always be in my
cabin and alone from one to half past if she

could ever come.

A stolen kiss and fleeting caress as we met
on the deck at night were all I had of Jessie

for the rest of the voyage. And after we ar-

rived in New-York, I did not hear from her

for a week.

Then I got a note from Jessie saying that

her father was going on board that afternoon

and she could see me the next evening. I went

and was introduced to Jessie’s sister who, to

my surprise, was tall and large, but without

a trace of Jessie’s good looks.

“He’s younger than you, Jess,’’ she burst

out laughing. A week earlier I’d have been

hurt to the soul, but I had already proved

myself, so I said simply, “I’m earning five

dollars a day as a bootblack, Mrs. Plummer,
and money talks.’’ Her mouth fell open in

amazement. “Eive dollars, ’’she repeated, “I’m

sorry, I—I—’’

“There, Maggie,’’ Jessie broke in, “I told

you, you had never seen anyone like him;

you’ll be great friends yet. Now come and

we’ll have a walk,” she added and out we went.

To be with Jessie even in the street was

delightful and I had a lot to say, but making
love in a New-York street on a summer eve-

ning is difficult and I was hungry to kiss and

caress her freely. Jessie, however, had thought

of a way: if her sister and husband had thea-

tre tickets, they’d go out and we’d be alone

in the apartment; it would cost two dollars,

however, and she thought that a lot. I was

delighted: I gave her the bills and arranged

to be with her next night before eight o’clock.

Did Jessie know what was going to happen?

Even now I’m uncertain, though 1 think she

j^robably guessed.

Next night 1 waited till the coast was clear

and then hurried to the door. As soon as we
were alone in the little parlour and I had
kissed her, I said: “Jessie, I want you to un-

dress. I’m sure your figure is lovely, but I

want to know it.”

“Not at once, eh?” she pouted, “talk to me
first. I want to know how you are.” I drew

her to the big armchair and sat down with

her in my arms. “What am I to tell you?” I

asked, while my hand went up her dress to

her warm thighs and sex. She frowned, but I

kissed her lips and with a movement or two

stretched her out on me so that I could use

my finger easily. At once, her lips grew hot

and I went on kissing and caressing till her

eyes closed and she gave herself to the pleas-

ure. Suddenly she wound herself upon me

Harris said he knew everyone— Wild Bill Hickok
(above), Trotsky, Carlyle, et al. Sherwood Anderson
once inquired, “Why didn’t they ever mention him?’’

and gave me a big kiss. “You don’t talk,” she

said, pretending annoyance.

“I can’t,” I exclaimed, making up my mind.

“Come,” and I lifted her to her feet and took

her into the bedroom. “I’m crazy for you,”

I said, “take off your clothes, please.” She

resisted a little, but, when I began loosening

her dress, she helped me and took it off. Her
knickers, I noticed, were new. They soon fell

off and she stood in her chemise and black

stockings. “That’s enough, isn’t it, Mr. Curi-

ous?” she said, and she drew the chemise

tight about her. “No,” I cried, “beauty must

unveil, please!” The next moment the che-

mise slipping down caught for a moment on

her hips and then, as 1 watched open-

mouthed, it slid circling around her feet.

Her nakedness stopped my heart; my arms

went around her, straining her soft form to

me; in a moment I had lifted her onto the

bed, pidling the bedclothes back at the same

time. The foolish jihrase of being in bed to-

gether deluded me: I had no idea that she

was more in my power just lying on the edge
of the bed; in a moment I had torn off my
clothes and boots and got in beside her. Our
warm bodies lay together, a thousand hot

pulses beating in us; soon I separated her legs

and, lying on her, tried to put my sex into

hers, but she drew away almost at once.“0—0,
it hurts,” she murmured and, each time I

tried to push my sex in, her “Oo’s” of pain

stopped me.

My wild excitement made me shiver; I

coidd have struck her for drawing away; but

soon I noticed that she let my sex touch her

clitoris with pleasure and I began to use my
penis as a finger, caressing her with it. In a

moment or two I began to move it more
quickly and, as my excitement grew to the

height, I again tried to slip it into her, and
now, as her love-dew came, I got my sex in a

little way which gave me inexpressible pleas-

ure. But, when I pushed to go further, she

drew away again with a sharp cry of pain. At
the same moment my orgasm came on for

the first time and seed like milk spurted from
my sex. The pleasure thrill was almost un-

bearably keen. I could have screamed with

the pang of it. But Jessie cried out: “Oh,
you’re wetting me,” and drew away with a

frightened “Look, look!” And there, sure

enough, on her round white thighs were

patches of crimson blood. “Oh! I’m bleeding,”

she cried, “what have you done?”

“Nothing,” I answered, a little sulky, I’m

afraid, at having my indescribable pleasure

cut short; “nothing,” and in a moment I had
got out of bed, and taking my handkerchief

soon wiped away the tell-tale traces.

But, when I wanted to begin again, Jessie

wouldn’t hear of it at first.

Searching for perfection

“No, no,” she said. “You’ve hurt me really,

and I’m scared. Please be good.” I stopped

momentarily. I could at least see her now and

study her beauties one by one, and so still

lying by her I began kissing her left breast

and soon the nipple grew a little stiff in my
mouth. Why, I didn’t know and Jessie said

she didn’t; but she liked it when I said her

breasts were lovely and indeed they were,

small and firm while the nipples pointed

straight out. Her flanks and belly were lovely;

the navel like a curled sea-shell, I thought,

and the triangle of silky brown hairs on the

Mount of Venus seemed to me enchanting.

But Jessie kept covering her beauty-place.

“It’s ugly,” she said; but I went on caressing

it and soon I was trying to slip my sex in

again; though Jessie’s “Oo’s” of pain began

at once and she begged me to stop.

“We must get up and dress,” she said,

“they’ll soon be back.” So I had to content

myself with just lying in her arms with my
sex touching hers. Soon she began to move
against my sex, and to kiss me, and then she

bit my lips just as my sex slipped into hers

again. She left it in for a long moment and
then as her lips grew hot: “It’s so big,” she
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said, “but you’re a dear.’’ The moment after

she cried: “We must get up, boy! If they

caught us, I’d die of shame.’’ When I tried

to divert her attention by kissing her breasts,

she pouted. “That hurts too. Please boy, stop

and don’t look,’’ she added as she tried to

rise, covering her sex the while with her hand,

and pulling a frowning face. Though I told

her she was mistaken and her sex was lovely,

she persisted in hiding it, and in truth her

breasts and thighs excited me more, perhaps

because they were in themselves more beau-

tiful than her sex.

I put my hand on her hips; she smiled.

“Please, boy,’’ and as I moved away to give

her room, she got up and stood by the bed, a

perfect little figure in rosy, warm outline. I

was entranced, but the cursed critical faculty

was awake. As she turned, I saw she was too

broad for her height; her legs were too short,

her hips too stout. It all chilled me a little.

Should I ever find perfection?

Ten minutes later she had arranged the

bed and we were seated in the sitting-room,

but, to my wonder, Jessie didn’t want to talk

over our experience. “What gave you most

pleasure?’’ I asked. “All of it,” she said, “you

naughty dear; but don’t let’s talk of it.”

The great West beckons

I told her I was going to work a month,

but I couldn’t talk to her: my hand was soon

up her clothes again, playing with her sex

and caressing it, and we had to move apart

hurriedly when we heard her sister arriving

at the door.

I didn’t get another evening alone with

Jessie for some time. I asked for it often

enough, but Jessie made excuses and her

sister was very cold to me. I soon found out

it was by her advice that Jessie guarded her-

self. Jessie confessed that her sister accused

her of letting me “act like a husband. She

must have seen a stain on my chemise,” Jes-

sie added, “when you made me bleed, you

naughty boy. Anyway something gave her

the idea and now you must be good.”

That was the conclusion of the whole mat-

ter. If I had known as much then as I knew
ten years later, neither the pain nor her sis-

ter’s warnings could have dissuaded Jessie

from giving herself to me. Even at the time I

felt that a little more knowledge would have

made me the arbiter.

I worked at bootblacking every morning

and soon got some regular customers, nota-

bly a young, well-dressed man who seemed

to like me. His name was Kendrick and he

came from Chicago. One morning he was

very silent and absorbed. At length I said,

“Finished,” and “Finished,” he repeated af-

ter me. “I was thinking of something else,”

he explained. “Intent,” I said smiling. “A
business deal,” he explained, “but why do

you say intent?” “The Latin phrase came in-

to my head,” I replied without thinking:
“
‘Identique ore tenebant,’ Virgil says.”

“Good God!” he cried, “fancy a bootblack

quoting Virgil. You’re a strange lad, what

age are you?” “Sixteen,” I replied. “You

don’t look it,” he said. “How much do you

earn here?” I told him. “Three dollars a day

seems good,” he said, “but bootblacking’s

not your game. How would you like to come

to Chicago and have a place as night-clerk

in my hotel? I’ve got one with my uncle,” he

added, “and I think you’d make good.”

“I’d do my best,” I replied, the very thought

of Chicago and the Great West drawing me.

“Will you let me think it over?”

“Sure, sure!” he replied, “I don’t go back

till Friday; that gives you three days in which

to decide.”

I had already noticed that sexual pleasure

is in its nature profoundly selfish. So long as

Jessie yielded to me and gave me delight, I

was attracted by her; but as soon as she de-

nied me, I became annoyed and dreamed of

more pliant beauties. I was rather pleased to

leave her without even a word. “That’ll teach

her!” my wounded vanity whispered. “She

Oscar Wilde, like most people, was attracted and re-

pelled by Harris. “He has no feelings,” Wilde once

said of him.“And that’s the whole secret of his success.”

deserves to suffer a little for disappointing

me that way.”

On Friday afternoon I left New-York for

Chicago with Mr. Kendrick. The country

seemed to me very bare, harsh and unfin-

ished, but the great distances enthralled me;

it was indeed a land to be proud of, every

broad acre of it spoke of the future and sug-

gested hope.

Life as a clerk in a Chicago hotel soon

proved tedious, and I left to become a cow-

boy, having many thrilling and exhilarating

experiences, which I plan to describe in de-

tail someday in another book.

One night a year or so later I was passing

through Lawrence, Kansas, and I went to a

political meeting at Liberty Hall near my
hotel. Senator Ingalls was going to speak on
the Granger movement, the first attempt of

the Western farmers to react politically

against the exploitation of Wall Street. The
hall was packed; just behind me sat a man
between two pretty grey-eyed girls. The man’s

face attracted me even at first sight. The
large eyes were hazel and set far apart under

the white, over-hanging brow. The hair and
whiskers were chestnut-brown tinged with

auburn; but it was the eyes that drew and
fascinated me, for they were luminous as no
other eyes that I have ever seen; frank too,

and kind, kind always.

Cries arose from all parts of the hall for

Professor Smith! I heard eager whispering

behind me and turning half round guessed

that the good-looking young man was Profes-

sor Smith, for his two girl-admirers were per-

suading him to go on the platform and fas-

cinate the audience.

Harris meets Professor Smith

In a little while he went up amid great ap-

plause; a good figure of a man, rather tall,

about five feet ten, slight with broad shoul-

ders. He began to speak in a thin tenor

voice: “There was a manifest conflict of in-

terests,” he said, “between the manufactur-

ing Eastern States that demanded a high

tariff on all imports and the farming West
that wanted cheap goods and cheap rates of

transport. In essence, it’s a mere matter of

arithmetic, a mathematical problem, de-

manding a compromise; for every country

should establish its own manufacturing in-

dustries and be self-supporting. The obvious

reform is indicated; the Federal government
should take over the railways and run them
for the farmers, while competition among
American manufacturers would ultimately

reduce prices.”

No one in the hall seemed to understand

this “obvious reform”; but the speech called

forth a hurricane of cheers.

I don’t know what possessed me but, when
Smith returned to his seat behind me be-

tween the two girls and they praised him to

the skies, I got up and walked to the plat-

form. I was greeted with a tempest of laughter

and must have cut a ludicrous figure. I was
in cowpuncher’s dress: I wore loose Bedford

cord breeches, knee-high brown boots and a

sort of buckskin shirt and jacket combined
that tucked into my breeches. But rains and
sun had worked their will on the buckskin,

which had shrunk down by my neck and up
under my arms.

Spurred on by the laughter, I went up the

four steps to the platform and walked over

to the Mayor who was Chairman:

“May I speak?” I asked.

“Sure,” he replied. “Your name?”
“My name is Harris,” I answered and the

Alayor manifestly regarding me as a great

joke announced that a Mr. Harris wished to

address the meeting and he hoped the audi-

ence would give him a fair hearing even if

his doctrines happened to be peculiar. As I

faced them, the spectators shrieked with

laughter, the house fairly rocked. I waited a

full minute and then began: “How like

Americans and Democrats,” I said “to judge
a man by the clothes he wears and the amount
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of hair he has on his face or the dollars in

his jeans.”

There was instantaneous silence, the si-

lence of surprise at least, and I went on to

show what 1 had learned from reading John

Stuart Mill that open competition was the

law of life, another name for the struggle for

existence: that each country should concen-

trate its energies on producing the things it

was best fitted to prodtice and trade these

off against the products of other nations;

this was the great economic law, the law of

the territorial division of labor.

And then I wound up: “This common
sense program won’t please your Senators

who prefer cheap claptrap to thought, or

your superfine Professors who believe the

war of classes is ‘a mere arithmetical prob-

lem’ [and I imitated the Professor’s thin

voice], but it may nevertheless be accepted

by the American farmer tired of being milked

by the Yankee manufacturer and it should

stand as the first and foremost chapter in the

new Granger gospel.”

I bowed to the Mayor and turned away,

but the audience broke into cheers. Senator

Ingalls came over and shook my hand, say-

ing he hoped to know me better, and the

cheering went on till I had gotten back to my
place and resumed my seat. A few minutes

later I was touched on the back by Professor

Smith. As I turned round, he said smiling:

“You gave me a good lesson. I’ll never make a

public speaker and what I said doubtless

sounded inconsequent and absurd; but, if

you’d have a talk with me, I think I could

convince you that my theory will hold water.”

“I’ve no doubt you could,” I broke in,

heartily ashamed of having made fun of a

man I didn’t know. “I didn’t grasp your

meaning, but I’d be glad to have a talk with

you any time.”

An inspiring conversation

“Are you free tonight?” he went on. I

nodded. “Then come with me to my rooms.

These ladies live out of town and we’ll put

them in their buggy and then be free. This

is Mrs. . .
” he added, presenting me to the

stouter lady, “and this, her sister. Miss Ste-

vens.” I bowed and out we went, I keeping

myself resolutely in the background till the

two sisters had driven away; and then we set

off together to Professor Smith’s rooms to

have our talk.

If I could give a complete account of that

talk, this poor page would glow with wonder
and admiration all merged in loving rever-

ence. We talked, or rather Smith talked, for

I soon found he knew infinitely more than I

did. He was able indeed to label my creed as

that of Mill, “a bourgeois English econo-

mist,” he called him with smiling disdain.

Ever memorable to me, sacred indeed, was

that first talk with the man who was destined

to reshape my life and inspire it with some of

his own high purpose. He introduced me to

the Communism of Marx and Engels and

easily convinced me that land and its prod-

ucts, coal and oil, should belong to the whole

community, which should also manage all

industries for the public benefit.

My breath was taken by his mere statement

of the case and 1 thrilletl to the passion in his

voice and manner though even then I wasn’t

wholly convinced. Whatever topic we
touched on, he illumined; he knew every-

thing, it seemed to me, German and French,

and could talk Latin and classic Greek as

fluently as English. I had never imagined

such scholarship and, when I recited some

verses of Swinburne, he knew them too, and

his “Pantheistic Hymn to Hertha,” as well.

He wore his knowledge lightly as the mere

garment of his shining spirit. And how hand-

some he was, like a Sun-god! I had never

seen anyone who could at all compare with

Professor Smith.

Day had dawned before we had done talk-

ing; then he told me he was the Professor of

Greek in the State University and hoped I

Bernard Shaw said he would have defended Volume
One of Harris’s autobiography if it had not been for

the illustrations—photographs of pretty, naked girls.

would come and study with him when the

schools opened again in October. “To think

of you as a cowboy,” he said, “is impossible.

Fancy a cowboy knowing books of Virgil and

poems of Swinburne by heart. It’s absurd.”

The day after my talk with Smith, an ac-

quaintance of mine at the hotel—a little

middle-aged, weary-lookingman named May-

hew—volunteered to escort me through the

local gambling saloon, which he owned and

which was on the first floor of a building

nearly opposite the Eldridge House. The
place was well-kept and neat, thanks to a

colored bar-tender and colored waiter. The
long room too was comfortably furnished

and very brightly lit—altogether a very at-

tractive place.

As luck would have it, while he was show-

ing me round, a lady came in; Mayhew, after

a word or two, introduced me to her as his

wife. Mrs. Mayhew was then a woman of

perhaps 28 or 30, with a tall, lissome slight

figure and interesting rather than pretty

face; her features were all good, her eyes

were large and blue-grey; she would have

been lovely if her coloring had been more
pronounced; give her golden hair or red or

black, and she would have been a beauty;

she was always tastefully dressed and had
appealing, ingratiating manners. I soon

found that she loved books and reading and,

as Mayhew said he was going to be busy, I

asked if I might see her home. She consented,

smiling, and away we went.

Dancing and other lessons

As she went up the steps to the door of her

house, I noticed that she had fine, neat ankles

and shapely limbs. While she was taking off

her light cloak and hat, the lifting of her

arms stretched her bodice and showed small

round breasts.

“You look at me strangely!” she said swing-

ing round from the long mirror with a chal-

lenge on her parted lips. I made sonje inane

remark in reply.

She wanted to know whether I could

dance. I told her I could not, and she prom-

ised to teach me. “Lily Robins, a neighbor’s

girl, will play for us any afternoon. Do you

know the steps?” she went on and, when I

said “No,” she got up from the sofa, held up
her dress and showed me the three polka

steps which she said were the waltz steps too,

only taken on a glide. “What pretty ankles

you have!” I ventured, but she appeared not

to hear me. We sat on and on and I learned

that she was very lonely: Mr. Mayhew away

every night and nearly all day and nothing to

do in that little dead-and-alive place. “Will

you let me come in for a talk sometimes?” I

asked. “Whenever you wish,” was her answer.

As I rose to go and we were standing opposite

to each other by the door, I said: “You know,

Mrs. Mayhew, in Europe, when a man brings

a pretty woman home, she rewards him later

with a kiss—”

“Really?” she scoffed, smiling. “That’s not

a custom here.”

“Are you less generous than they are?” I

asked and the next momenc I had taken her

face in my hands and kissed her on the lips.

She put her hands on my shoulders and left

her eyes on mine: “We’re going to be

friends,” she said, “I felt it when I saw you;

don’t stay away too long!”

“Will you see me tomorrow afternoon?” I

asked; “I want that dance lesson!” “Surely,”

she replied, “I’ll get Lily in the morning.”

“Tell me your name,” I begged, “so that I

may think of it.” “Lorna,” she replied, “you

funny boy!”

I went out and ordered a decent suit of or-

dinary tweeds and dressed myself iq) in my
best blue suit to call upon Mrs. Mayhew after

lunch. The clock crawled but on the stroke

of three I was at her door; a colored maid
admitted me.

“Mrs. Mayhew,” she said in her jtrelty sing-

ing voice, “will be down right soon; I’ll go

call Miss Lily.”
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Soon Miss Lily was playing a waltz on the

Steinway and, with my arm round the slight,

flexible waist of my inamorata, I was trying

to waltz. But, alas! after a turn or two I be-

came giddy and, in spite of all my resolution,

had to admit that I should never be able to

become a dancer.

“You have got very pale,” Mrs. Mayhew

said, “you must sit down on the sofa a little

while.” Slowly the giddiness left me. Before

I had entirely recovered. Miss Lily with

kind words of sympathy had gone home and

Mrs. Mayhew brought me in a cup of ex-

cellent coffee; I drank it down and was well

at once.

“You should go in and lie down,” said Mrs.

Mayhew still full of pity. “See!” and she

opened a door, “there’s the guest bedroom

all ready.” I saw my chance and went over to

her. “If you’d come too,” I whispered, and

then: “The coffee has made me quite well.

Won’t you give me a kiss Lorna? You don’t

know how often I said your name last night,

you dear!”

In a moment I had again taken her face

and put my lips on hers. She gave me her lips

this time and my kiss became a caress.

I pressed her head down on the arm of the

sofa and kissed her again. Her lips grew hot.

At once I put my hand down on her sex; she

struggled a little at first, which I took care

should bring our bodies closer and, when she

ceased struggling, I put my hands up her

dress and began caressing her sex; it was hot

and wet, as I knew it would be, and opened

quite readily.

The advantages of youth

But, in another moment, she took the lead;

“Someone might find us here,” she whis-

pered. “I’ve let the maid go; come up to my
bedroom,” and she tookme upstairs. I begged

her to undress; I wanted to see her figure;

but she only said, “I have no corsets on, I

don’t often wear them in the house. Are you

sure you love me, dear?” “You know I do!”

was my answer.

The next moment I lifted her onto the

bed, drew up her clothes, opened her legs

and was in her. There was no difficulty and

in a moment or two I came, but went right

on poking passionately. In a few minutes her

breath went and came quickly and her eyes

fluttered and she met my thrusts with sighs

and nippings of her sex. My second orgasm

took some time and all the while Lorna be-

came more and more responsive.

Finally she pulled up her chemise to get me
further into her and, at length, with little

sobs, she suddenly got hysterical and, pant-

ing wildly, burst into a storm of tears.

That stopped me. I withdrew my sex and
took her in my arms and kissed her. At first

she clung to me with choking sighs and
streaming eyes, but, as soon as she had won a

little control, I went to the toilette and
brought her a sponge of cold water and
bathed her face and gave her some water to

drink—that quieted her. But she would not

let me leave her even to arrange my clothes.

“Do you know,” she began, “my husband

assured me that only the strongest young

man could go twice with a woman in one

day? I believed him; aren’t we women fools?

You must have come a dozen times!”

“Not half that number,” I replied smiling.

“Aren’t you tired?” was her next question.

“Even I have a little headache,” she added.

“I never was so wrought up. At the end it

was too intense; but you must be tired out.”

“No,” I replied, “I feel no fatigue, indeed I

feel the better for our joy ride!”

“But surely you’re an exception?” she

went on; “Most men have finished in one

short spasm and leave the woman utterly un-

satisfied, just excited and no more.”

“Youth,” I said; “That, I believe, makes

the chief difference.”

Of course it is manifest that my liaison

with Mrs. Mayhew had little or nothing to

do with love. It was demoniac youthful sex-

H.L. Mencken said he knew of no other American who
showed “so complete a freedom from childish preju-

dices”as Frank Harris, who was a rjaturalized citizen.

urge in me and much the same hunger in her

and, as soon as the desire was satisfied, my
judgment of her was as impartial as if she

had always been indifferent to me. But, with

her, I think there was a certain attachment

and considerable tenderness. In intimate re-

lations between the sexes, it is rare indeed

that the man gives as much to love as the

woman always gives.

The haste of this narrative has many un-

foreseen drawbacks; it makes it appear as if

I had had conquest after conquest and little

or no difficulty in my efforts to win love. In

reality, my half dozen victories were spread

out over nearly as many years, and time and

again I met rebuffs and refusals quite suffi-

cient to keep even my conceit in decent

bounds. But I want to emphasize the fact

that success in love, like success in every de-

partment of life, falls usually to the tough

man unwearied in pursuit. Chaucer was

perfectly right when he makes his Old Whyfe
of Bath confess:

And by a close attendance and attention

Are we caught, more or less the truth to

mention.

It is not the handsomest man or the most

virile who has most success with women,
though both qualities smooth the way; but

that man who pursues them most assiduously,

flatters them most constantly and cleverly,

and always insists on taking the girl’s “No”
for consent, her reproofs for endearments

and even a little crossness for a new charm.

Above all, it is necessary to push forward

after every refusal, for, as soon as a girl re-

fuses, she is apt to regret and may grant then

what she expressly denied the moment be-

fore. Yet I could give dozens of instances

where assiduity and flattery, love-looks and
words were all ineffective, so much so that I

should never say with Shakespeare: “He’s

not a man who cannot win a woman.” I have

generally found, too, that the easiest to win
were the best worth winning for me, for

women have finer senses for suitability in

love than any man.

Smith the incomparable

If I could tell what Professor Smith’s daily

companionship did for me, I would not

need to write this book. For like all I have

written, some of the best of it belongs as

much to him as to me. In his presence for the

first year and a half, I was merely a sponge,

absorbing now this truth, now that, hardly

conscious of an original impulse. Yet all the

time, too, I was advising him and helping

him from my knowledge of life. Our relation

was really rather like that of a small, prac-

tical husband with some wise and infinitely

learned Aspasia! I want to say here in con-

tempt of probability that in all our years of

intimacy, living together for over three years

side by side, I never found a fault in him of

character or of sympathy.

These love-passages with Mrs. Mayhew,
plus my lessons and my talks with Smith,

fairly represent my life’s happenings for this

whole year from 17 to 18, with this solitary

qualification that my afternoons with Lorna

became less and less agreeable to me. Even-

tually I gave up seeing her.

Nothing is more forgetful than pleasures of

the flesh. If Mrs. Mayhew had given me little,

I had given her even less of my better self.

So far I had had more good fortune than

falls to the lot of most youths starting in life;

now I was to taste ill-luck and be tried as

with fire.

Suddenly Smith got a bad cold; Lawrence

is nearly a thousand feet above sea-level and
in winter can be as icy as the Pole. He began

to cough, a nasty little dry hacking cough. I

persuaded him to see a doctor and then to

have a consultation, the result being that the

specialists all diagnosed tuberculosis and rec-

ommended immediate change to the middle

east. He left Lawrence hastily and took up
his residence in the Quaker City.

In the first three months of Smith’s ab-
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sence, my own individuality sprang upright,

like a sapling that has long been bent almost

to breaking, so to speak, by a superincum-

bent weight and I began to grow with a sort

of renewed youth. Now for the first time,

when about 19 years of age, I came to self-

consciousness as Frank Harris and began to

deal with life in my own way and under this

name, Frank, and not James.

I made up my mind to study law and, as a

beginning, induced Barker of Barker &

Sommerfield to let me study in his law office.

As the year wore on. Smith’s letters called

for me more and more insistently and at

length I went to join him in Philadelphia.

Smith met me at the station: he was thin-

ner than ever and the wretched little cough

shook him very often in spite of some loz-

enges that the doctor had given him to suck.

I began to be alarmed about him and I

soon came to the belief that the damp climate

of the Quaker City was worse for him than

the thin, dry Kansas air. But he believed in

his doctors!

In the spring of this year, 1875, 1 returned

to Lawrence, got through my Bar Examina-

tion and was admitted to the Bar.

I returned to Barker & Sommerfield, put

up a sofa-bed in my law room and began to

read law books assiduously. Soon I even

found I had a few clients.

An old mulatto woman kept our law offices

tidy and clean for a few dollars monthly from

each of us, and one night I was awakened by

her groans and cries. She lived in a garret up

two flights of stairs and was evidently suffer-

ing from indigestion and very much fright-

ened, as colored folks are apt to be when any-

thing ails them. “I’m gwine to die!” she told

me a dozen times. I treated her with whisky

and warm water, heated on my little gas-

heater, and sat with her till at length she fell

asleep. She declared next day I had saved her

life and she’d never forget it: “Nebber, for

sure!” I laughed at her and forgot all about it.

But a great and new sensation was now to

come into my life. One evening, a girl with-

out a hat on and without knocking came into

my office. Sommerfield had gone home for

the night and I was just putting my things

straight before going out; she took my breath;

she was astoundingly good-looking, very dark

with great, black eyes and slight, girlish fig-

ure. “I’m Topsy,” she announced and stood

there smiling, as if the mere name told

quite enough.

Virtue rewarded

“Come in,” I said, “and take a seat. I’ve

heard of you!” And I had.

She was a privileged character in the town:

she rode on the street-cars and railroads with-

out paying. Those who challenged her were

all “pore white trash,” she said, and some

man was always eager to pay for her. She

never hesitated to go up to any man and ask

him for a dollar or even five dollars—and in-

variably got what she wanted. Her beauty

was as compelling to men as her scornful

aloofness. I had often heard of her as “that

damned pretty colored girl” but 1 could see

no trace of any Negro characteristic in her

pure loveliness.

She took a seat and said with a faint South-

ern accent that I found very pleasing, “You’

name Harris?”

“That’s my name,” I replied smiling.

“You here instead of Barker?” she went

on. “He sure deserves to die hicuppin’; pore

white trash!”

“What’s your real name?” I asked.

“They call me ‘Topsy,’ ” she replied, “but

ma real true name is Sophy, Sophy Beveridge.

You was very kind to my mother who lives

upstairs. Yes,” she went on defiantly, “she’s

my mother and a mighty good mother too.

And don’t you forgit it!” she added, tossing

her head in contempt of my astonishment.

“Your father must have been white!” I

couldn’t help remarking, for I found it hard

to couple Topsy with the old octoroon, do

Winston Churchill admired Harris but never forgave

him for siding with Germany in World War /. Harris,

typically enough, said Churchill was the opportunist.

what I would. She nodded: “He was white all

right: that is, his skin was!” and she got up

and wandered about the office as if it be-

longed to her. “I’ll call you ‘Sophy,’ ” I said,

for I felt a passionate revolt of injured pride

in her. She smiled at me with pleasure.

I didn’t know what to do. I must not go

with a colored girl, I thought, though I

could see no sign of black blood in Sophy

and certainly she was astonishingly good-

looking even in her simple sprigged gown.

As she moved about, I could not but remark

the lithe pantherlike grace of her, and her

little breasts stuck out against the thin cot-

ton garment with a most provocative allure-

ment. My mouth was parching when she

swung round on me. “You undressing me,”

she said smiling, “and I’se glad, ’cause my
mother likes you and I loves her—sure pop!”

There was something childish, direct, in-

nocent even about her frankness that fas-

cinated me, and her good looks made sun-

shine in the darkening room.

“1 like you, Sophy,” I said, “but anyone
woidd have done as much for your mother as

1 did. She was ill!”

“FIoo!” she snorted indignantly. “Most
white folk would have let her die right there

on the stairs: I know them: they’d have been
angry with her for groaning: I hate ’em!”

and her great eyes glowered.

She came over to me in a flash.

“If you’d been American, I couldn’t never

have come to you, never! I’d rather have
died, or saved and stole and paid you—” the

scorn in her voice was bitter with hate. Evi-

dently the Negro question had a side I had
never realized.

“But you’re different,” she went on, “an’

I just came—” and she paused, lifting her

great eyes to mine, with an unspoken offer in

their lingering regard.

“Would she come again?”

“I’m glad,” I said lamely, staving off the

temptation, “and I hope you’ll come again

soon and we’ll be great friends—eh, Sophy?”

and I held out my hand smiling. But she

pouted and looked at me with reproach or

appeal or disappointment in her eyes. I could

not resist: I took her hand and drew her to

me and kissed her on the lips, slipping my
right hand the while up to her left breast: it

was as firm as india-rubber. At once I felt my
sex stand and throb: resolve and desire fought

in me, but I was accustomed to make my
will supreme.

“You are the loveliest girl in Lawrence,” I

said, “but I must really go now; I have an ap-

pointment and I’m late.”

She smiled enigmatically as I seized my hat

and went, not stopping even to shut or lock

the office door.

As I walked up the street, my thoughts and
feelings were all in a whirl: Did I want her?

Should I have her? Would she come again?

That night I was awakened by a loud

knocking at my office door. I sprang up and
opened it without thinking and, at once,

Sophy came in, laughing.

“What is it?” I cried half asleep still.

“I’se tired waiting,” she answered cheekily,

“and anyways I just came.” I was about to

remonstrate with her when she cried “You
go right to bed,” and she took my head in her

hands and kissed me. My wish to resist died

out of me. “Come quickly!” I said getting

into bed and watching her as she stripped. In

a hand’s turn she had undressed to her che-

mise: “I reckon this’ll do,” she said and
laughed coquettishly.

“Please take it off,” I cried and the next

moment she was in my arms naked. As I

touched her sex, she wound her arms round
my neck and kissed me greedily with hot lips.

To my astonishment her sex was well-formed

and very small: I had always heard that Ne-
goes had far larger genitals than white peo-

ple, but the lips of Sophy’s sex were thick

and firm. “Have you ever been had, Sophy?”
I asked tenderly.
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“No, sir!” she replied. “I liked you because

you never came after me and you was so kind

and I thot that I’d be sure to do it sometime,

so I’d rather let you have me than anyone

else. I don’t like colored men,” she added,

“and the white men all look down on me and

despise me and I—I very fond of you,” she

whispered, burying her face on my neck.

Perfection at last

“It’ll hurt you at first Sophy, I’m afraid.”

But she stilled all scruples with “Shucks, I

don’t care. If I gives you pleasure, I’se satis-

fied,” and she opened her legs, stretching

herself as I got on her. The next moment my
sex was caressing her clitoris and of herself

she drew up her knees and suddenly with one

movement brought my sex into hers and

against the maiden barrier. Sophy had no

hesitation: she moved her body lithely

against me and the next moment I had forced

the passage and was in her. I waited a little

while and then began the love game. At once

Sophy followed my movements, lifting her

sex up to me as I pushed in and depressing it

to hold me as I withdrew. Even when I

quickened, she kept time and so gave me the

most intense pleasure, thrill on thrill, and,

as I came and my seed spurted into her, the

muscle inside her vagina gripped my sex,

heightening the sensation to an acute pang.

She even kissed me more passionately than

any other girl, licking the inside of my lips

with her hot tongue. When I went on again

with the slow in-and-out movements, she

followed in perfect time and her trick of

bending her sex down on mine as I withdrew

and gripping it at the same time excited me
madly. Soon, of her own accord, she quick-

ened while gripping and thrilling me till

again we both spent together in an ecstasy.

“You’re a perfect wonder!” I cried to her

then, panting in my turn, “but how did you

learn so quickly?”

“I loves you,” she said, “so I do whatever I

think you’d like and then I likes that too,

see?” And her lovely face fairly glowed

against mine.

Never was there a more seductive figure.

Her skin was darkish, it is true; but not

darker than that of an ordinary Italian or

Spanish girl, and her form had a curious at-

traction for me: her breasts, small and firm as

elastic, stood out provocatively. Her hips,

however, were narrow though the cheeks of

her bottom were full; her legs too were well-

rounded, not a trace of the sticks of the Ne-

gro; and even her feet were girlishly slender

and high-arched.

All glowing with my praise, she wound
her arms about my neck and mounted me as

Lorna Mayhew had done once; but now
what a difference! Lorna was so intent on
gratifying her own lust that she often forgot

my feelings altogether and her movements
were awkward in the extreme. But Sophy
thought only of me and, whereas Lorna was
always slipping my sex out of her sheath,

Sophy in some way seated herself on me and

then began rocking her body back and forth

while lifting it a little at each churning move-

ment, so that my sex in the grip of her firm,

thick lips had a sort of double movement.

When she felt me coming as I soon did, she

twirled half round on my organ half a dozen

times with a new movement and then began

rocking herself again, so that my seed was

dragged out of me, so to speak, giving me
indescribably acute, almost painful sensa-

tions. I was breathless, thrilling with her

every movement.

“Had you any pleasure, Sophy?” I asked as

soon as we were lying side by side again.

“Shuah!” she said smiling, “you’re very

strong. And you—was you pleased?”

“Great God!” I cried, “I felt as if all the

hairs of my head were travelling down my
backbone like an army! You are extraordi-

nary, you dear!”

“Keep me with you, Frank,” she whis-

pered. “If you want me. I’ll do anything.

Novelist George Moore despised Harris but urged

him to write an autobiography. Another man who
once wrote he disliked Harris was Prof. Byron Smith.

everything for you: I never hope to have such

a man as you. Oh, this child’s real glad her

breasties and sex please you. You taught me
that word, instead of the nasty word all white

folk use; ‘sex’ is good word, very good!” and

she crowed with delight. “What do colored

people call it?” I asked. “Coozie,” she replied

smiling. “Coozie! good word too, very good!”

As a mistress Sophy was perfection per-

fected, and the long lines and slight curves

of her lovely body came to have a special at-

traction for me as the very highest of the

pleasure-giving type.

But it was written that as soon as I reached

ease and content, the Fates would reshuffle

the cards and deal me another hand.

First of all, there came a letter from Smith,

telling me how he had got a bad wetting one

night and had caught another severe cold.

A couple of days later I went to see him.

His appearance shocked me; he had grown

spectre thin and the great eyes seemed to

burn like lamps in his white face. I knew at

once that he was doomed and could scarcely

control my tears.

We passed the whole day together and,

when he heard how I spent my days in casual

reading and occasional speaking and my
topsy-turvy nights, he urged me to throw up
the law and go to Europe to make myself a

real scholar and thinker. But I could not

give up Sophy and my ultra-pleasant life. So

I resisted, told him he over rated me. I’d

easily be the best advocate in the State, I

said, and make a lot of money and then I’d

go back and do Europe and study as well.

He warned me that I must choose between

God and Mammon. I retorted lightly that

Mammon and my senses gave me much that

God denied. “I’ll serve both,” I cried, but

he shook his head.

“I’m finished, Frank,’’ he declared at

length, “but I’d regret life less if I knew that

you would take up the work I once hoped to

accomplish. Won’t you?”

I couldn’t resist his appeal. “All right!” I

said, after choking down my tears, “give me
a few months and I’ll go—round the world

first and then to Germany to study.”

He drew me to him and kissed me on the

forehead: I felt it as a sort of consecration.

A day or so afterwards, he took the train

for Denver and I felt as if the sun had gone

out of my life.

Having decided to leave America, I dined

in the Eldridge House that night, and then

went back to the office to meet Sophy.

“I’m coming with you,” she announced
cooly when she heard my decision, “if you’re

not ashamed to have me along. You goin’

Frisco, so far anyway—” she pleaded, divin-

ing my surprise and unwillingness.

The new life

I could only console her by saying: “A
couple of years, Sophy, and I’ll return. They’ll

pass quickly: I’ll write you often, dear.”

But Sophy knew better and, when the last

night came, she surpassed herself. It was

warm and we went early to bed. “It’s my
night!” she said. “You just let me show you.

I don’t want you to go after any whitish girl

in those Islands till you get to China, and you

won’t go with those yellow, slit-eyed girls.

That’s why I love you so, because you keep

yourself for those you like. But you’re

naughty to like so many, ma man!” and she

kissed me with passion. She let me have her

almost without response at first, but, after

the first orgasm, she gripped my sex and

milked me, and, afterwards, mounted me
and made me thrill again and again till I was

speechless; then, like children, we fell asleep

in each other’s arms, weeping for the parting

on the morrow.

I said Good-bye at the hotel and went on

board the steamer by myself, my eyes set on

the Golden Gate into the Great Pacific and

the hopes and hazards of the new life.

—Frank Harris, The Catskills Mts., this 25th

day of August 1922.
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by Dan Greenhurg

Of course we all know

the stories of Adam and Eve,

Romeo and Juliet,

Cinderella and her Prince.

Indeed, we’ve heard

them so often we could

almost write their biographies

as easily as our own.

Or could we?

Just when a fellow thinks

he’s got all the facts

in a case, some joker or

other is always showing up

with new evidence.

Very well then,

here’s EROS with new

evidence on each of

these three classic cases.

With your permission

we should like to

introduce it into the record

at the present time.

May it please the court.



Collingwood: This is Charles Collingwood,

and this is Person to Person. Tonight we are

going “east of Eden” for a chat with the most

famous first lady in history, the mother of all

mankind—Eve. Good evening. Eve.

Eve: It’s a real pleasure, Mr. Collingwood, I

mean that sincerely.

Collingwood: Eve, you are speaking to us

from what appears to be the living room of

your charming French Provincial home.

Eve: The Garden of Eden it isn’t, but I am
quite comfortable here, I must admit. My
husband, may he rest in peace, was at least

a good provider.

Collingwood: You are of course referring now
to your late and illustrious husband, Adam.
Eve: That Adam—may he bite into a thou-

sand apples and find a half a worm in each

of them.

Collingwood: I’m afraid I don’t understand. I

was under the impression that you got along

very nicely with your husband.

Eve: With my husband, yes. With that

shmendrick Adam, never.

Collingwood: Excuse me. Perhaps I didn’t

hear you correctly. Are you saying thatAdam
was not your husband?

Eve: Never. Never in a million years. Possi-

bly longer.

Collingwood: But did you not, as it is written,

dwell with Adam in the Garden of Eden?
Eve: Dwell with him! You date a fellow may-
be six or seven times, a couple of movies and
a chocolate malted, already they’ve got you
dwelling with him. Listen, there was none of

that stuff going on, and I’d like to get that

understood right away.

Collingwood: Well, I really hardly know what
to say. What about the serpent—wasn’t there

ADAM’S
APPLES

WERE
THE GORE
OF EVE’S

PROBLEM
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supposed to have been a serpent?

Eve: Oh, a very eharming one, yes. Quite a

eharming fellow. Well-mannered, eultured,

sounded like he came from a pretty good

home.

Collingwood: But didn’t he tempt you? We
are told that he tempted you.

Eve: Sometimes very much, yes. As I have

just mentioned, he was very polite. He knew

how to talk to a lady. Also he was strong, and

he could hug you pretty tight if he wanted.

Collingwood: But you didn’t, as the story

goes, yield to his temptation?

Eve: No. I mean he was very nice and pleas-

ant, but, well, he wasn’t really one of us, if

you know what I mean.

Collingwood: He was a snake.

Eve: Don’t get me wrong—I really have the

most respect in the world for them. But how
would it have looked, me and him together,

you know what I mean?

Collingwood: Yes, well I suppose so. Now
what about Adam— how did he fit into the

picture?

Eve: Here’s a couple snapshots, you can see

for yourself.

Collingwood: Ah yes. Well, at least it’s true

about the clothing—at least that report was

accurate.

Eve: We all belonged to the National Associ-

ation of Sunbathers— nudists is what they

call us now. It was very popular then. Listen,

you do a lot of crazy things when you’re

young, I don’t have to tell you. I couldn’t do

it again today, believe me, not for a million

dollars.

Collingwood: Who’s that fellow in the back-

ground, sitting on that pile of apple cores?

Eve: Who else? Adam. All day long he sat

and ate apples. You would ask him to go for

a dip in the pool, he was too busy eating ap-

ples. “Keeping the doctors away, Evie,” he

used to say to me. What doctors? Some nut

that Adam was. And apple cores all over the

place. Wherever you would go there would

be apple cores. Finally, the Management

couldn’t take it any longer. We aU got kicked

out of there from that lousy Adam. I don’t

know what happened to him after that, but I

myself went East. Met a wonderful man in

Rochester—a C.P.A.—and before long we
settled down and began to raise a little Cain.

That’s a small pleasantry to cheer you up.

Collingwood: Yes, well I’m afraid we’ve just

about run out of time. Eve. Before we go,

though. I’d like to thank you for setting us

straight on what really happened at Eden.

Eve: Well, I’m pleased to do it, Mr. Colling-

wood. Only one thing bothers me, really.

Collingwood: What’s that?

Eve: If they’re already that far off on the

Book, what’s going to happen when they

make the Movie?
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“Well I’ll be damned. What a marvelous

story—Anne, have you seen the paper yet?”

“Look behind the hedge, Will, sometimes

they throw it in there.”

“No no. I’ve seen it—I meant have you

seen it.”

“Not yet dear, why?”
“Well they’ve got the most marvelous little

item on the society page here from Verona.

Seems there’s these two large families that

kind of run the town—the Montagues and the

Capulets? Been some bad blood between
them though, apparently. Anyway old Capu-
let has this daughter, see, and old Montague
has this son about the same age. So one night

old Capulet throws this big ball, invites

everybody—all the political bigwigs and

everybody—only no Montagues, of course.

Anyway—”
“Why was that?”

“Why was what?”

“Why no Montagues?”

“Like I said, there was some kind of bad
blood between them.”

“Oh.”

“So anyway, the Montague boy and a

couple of his ruffian friends decide to crash

the party. No sooner do they get there than

young Montague meets the Capulet girl and
they fall desperately in love.”

“How do you want your eggs, dear, over

easy or what?”

“Yeah, over, whatever. So like I was saying,

they strike up quite a friendship there. Natu-
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rally, when they find out eaeh others last

names they’re kind of tickled. You know how
rebellious kids are these days. Anyway, they

figure what they’d better do is they’d better

see each other only on the sly for a while.

Then one night they meet in her garden—

she’s leaning over this balcony and he’s down-

stairs, and they’re hollering back and forth,

keeping the whole neighborhood awake—
and they decide they’re going to go and get

married, see.”

“Eat your toast, dear, it’s ice cold.”

“I am, I am. Anyway they eloped. When
the parents found out they were furious.”

“Why was that?”

“Why was what?”

“Why were they furious?”

“Anne Hathaway! Are you listening to me
or aren’t you?”

“Of course I am, William, just keep on

talking. I can hear you perfeetly.”

“Well all right. Anyway, young Montague

called the two families together and made

such an impassioned speech for peace that

finally they buried the hatchet and they all

made up. Old Capulet took young Montague

into his law firm and made him a junior

partner.”

“So?”

“So I figured here’s a great idea for a play.

Only I change it around a little to make it

more commercial, you know? I figured in the

play, first of all the families find out about

the romance before the marriage, and young

Montague is sent off to military school. The

kids plot to get together and run away, only

somehow there’s this big mix-up and Mon-

tague hears the girl is dead and so off he goes

and kills himself. Then the girl finds out

young Montague is dead, so off she goes and

kills herself. Finally the families find out

what’s happened, they realize it’s their own
bigotry that was responsible for the whole

thing, and they shake hands and call a truce.

I’ve got everything in there, see—sex, vio-

lence, and a big Message at the end. What
do you think?”

“Well, it’s very nice. Will. But it’ll never

sell.”

“Why not?”

“It’s too close to West Side Story.”
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Dear Ahhy:

I am a poor widow woman who supports two daughters who
go to college and an ungrateful stepdaughter who is 21 but

still in high school. Not long ago we received an invitation to

a formal ball which was being thrown by this visiting prince

of a small foreign country in Italy or France I’m not sure which.

Naturally both I and my two daughters were thrilled and

recognized the excellent opportunity, but my ungrateful step-

daughter Ella said she wanted no part of it. I guess she would

prefer to go and mess around with those tramps she knows

from school and smoke and swear and I don’t know what. Well

Abby, I put my foot down. I says Ella, you are going to that

ball and you are going to have a good time at that ball if it kills

you. Well Abby, she says to me I’ll go on one condition.

What’s that, 1 says. That you buy me those expensive pointy

glass Capezio slippers that they have got in the window at

Bonwits, she says. Well Abby, I don’t know where she gets

those kind of notions but I was determined she should always

have the best, even if her mother has to work her fingers to the

bone, so I said O.K. and bought her the glass slippers and I

dressed her up real nice and we went to the ball. You should

have seen her at that ball Abby, everybody looking at her like

she was some kind of China doll or something. I sure was

proud. By and by the prince himself walks over to her and

asks her to dance. Well Abby, I sure don’t need to tell you how
proud I was of my little girl. Then all of a sudden, before the

number they’re playing is even halfway over she pulls away

from the prince and runs right out of the ballroom. Well Abby,

she ran out of there so fast she even left one of her expensive

pointy glass slippers laying there on the stairs. I thought my
God what happened, did the prince try to feel her up or what,

because I never seen her run so fast or do anything fast for

that matter before. When I got home I says to her what did

the prince do to you that you ran out of there so fast, feel you

up or what? I figured that maybe the prince had tried to feel

her up or something. No, she says, that might have saved the

evening though if he had. I says what are you talking about?

Well, she says, that jerk may be a prince but he is about the

biggest square I have ever met, plus he has this very bad case

of halitosis. Well Abby, I don’t know. I met the man person-

ally, I mean, and he certainly seemed to me to be a cultured

person. Now Abby, here is my problem. This prince has got

Ella’s pointy glass slipper and he is going around all over the

city to see who is the owner. He says he will marry the lady

who is the owner of that slipper and who can prove it by show-

ing him the sales slip. I already told Ella and she laughed

right in my face. Abby, I am a poor hardworking widow
woman who has never asked anything of her daughters except

a little respect and co-operation in exchange for working her

fingers to the bone for them. With that prince in the family

we could have enough money so that I wouldn’t ever have to

work my fingers to the bone again. Abby, what should I do?

Hardworking Widow Woman

Dear Hardworking Widow Woman:
You’ve got the sales slip. Marry him yourself.
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THE FIRST LADY, MRS. FLORENCE HARDING THE SECOND LADY, MISS NAN BRITTONPRESIDENT WARREN GAMALIEL HARDING



by )ohn Hejno

The eternal place of Warren Gamaliel

Harding in history is undermined by the

fact that the nation once saw fit to elect Ulys-

ses S. Grant as President. Only the existence

of Grant stands between Harding and the

right to be singled out forevermore as the

very worst President the United States has

ever had. But though Grant left behind a

more hapless record than Harding, the griz-

zled Civil War hero had a longer period in

which to prove his ineptitude—he served for

two terms, while the handsome and simple

country editor from Ohio died in 1923 after

being in office only two years and five months.

While Harding failed even to become the

greatest failure to reach the White House,

he nonetheless can lay claim to one accom-

plishment unmatched before or since and a

feat that may never be equaled. He is the

only President of the United States to be ac-

cused of making love in a White House closet.

The woman who benefited from Harding’s

resourceful ardor has described the scene.

“Mr. Harding said to me that people seemed

to have eyes in the sides of their heads down

there and so we must be very circumspect.

^Vhereupon he introduced me to the one

place where, he said, he thought we might

share kisses in safety. This was a small closet

in the ante-room, evidently a place for hats

and coats, but entirely empty most of the

times we used it, for we repaired there many

times in the course of my visits to the White

House, and in the darkness of a space not

more than five feet square the President of

the United States and his adoring sweetheart

made love.”

The woman who kissed and told was a girl

from back home in Marion, Ohio, Nanna P.

Britton. She disclosed the incident in 1927

in a book that made her, overnight, a celeb-

rity of sorts. For the title of the book was

The President’s Daughter, ?Lnd Nan Britton’s

claim not only was that she had been Hard-

ing’s lover for years but that she had borne

him a child, named Elizabeth Ann.*

By the time the book appeared, the United

States retained few illusions about Warren

Harding, except that that fine figure of a

man with the noble brow and resolute nose

surely must have been faithful to his wife.

The Teapot Dome was only the most famous

of his Administration’s scandals to ooze into

the light after his death. A van load of his

appointees were hustled off to jail for such

offenses as bribery and fraud, and a brace of

his cronies who might also have ended up

behind bars committed suicide. But Hard-

ing’s personal life was another matter. Cer-

*The other President to be accused of father-

ing a bastard was Grover Cleveland. His

enemies made the ’80s ring with the grand

old campaign song:

Ma, Ma,

Where’s my Pa?

Gone to the White House,

Ha, ha, ha.

tainly he had not given adultery a home in

the White House.

Nan Britton changed all that, but it took

some doing. When she found no publisher

woidd take her book, she set up the Elizabeth

Ann Guild, dedicated to the struggle to

legitimatize illegitimate children, and made

plans to bring out the expose herself. Upon
hearing of the project, the New York Society

for the Suppression of Vice, led by the zealous

John S. Sumner, swept down upon the print-

ing plant and confiscated the plates. But Nan
and her lawyers eventually carried the day

and the book furtively appeared. In the pref-

ace, Nan avowed she was striving only to ad-

vance the “Cause” of bastard children.

Be that as it may, the book quickly be-

came a best seller. The voters were delight-

edly shocked at the prospect of reading about

Warren Harding with his pants off. It did

not matter that many reviewers refused to

touch it, or that many stores refused to carry

it. Someone was selling it, for an estimated

90,000 copies were placed in circulation—

and how they did circulate! More copies of

The President’s Daughter were passed dis-

creetly from hand to hand in paper bags

than any other book of the ’20s.

Today the reputation of Nan Britton’s

book as a bit of dangerously hot stuff still

persists, although the author is now a grand-

mother. The New York Public Library still

prudently keeps the book hidden away

among its choicest pornography, and Prince-

ton University stores the volume carefully

out of the reach of undergraduates on the

theory, apparently, that it would either in-

flame their lust or dampen their patriotism.

As NAN BRITTON begins her book, the year

. is 1910, she is a mellowing high school

freshman back in Marion, and Harding is 45

and, well, Harding is the greatest thing a high

school freshman could want. He was editor

and part-owner of the Marion Star. He had

been in the State Legislature, had served a

term as Lieutenant Governor, and now he

was the Republican candidate for Governor.

He was small town right down to the bass

horn he used to play in the local band. He
belonged to the Elks, Red Men, Hoo Hoos,

Oddfellows, and Moose. He was also, un-

fortunately, as bright as he ever would be-

come, which is saying pitifully little. He was

gregarious, garrulous, and gullible—terribly

gullible, as it was to turn out. Any friend

could sell him anything. “Warren, it’s a good

thing you wasn’t born a gal,” his father, a

veterinary turned homeopath, told him.

“You’d be in a family way all the time. You

can’t say ‘no.’
”

Harding was married to Elorence Kling,

a divorcee who was five years his senior and

a few light-years his superior in brains and

ambition. She was also the daughter of the

town’s monied aristocrat, who did not ap-

prove of her getting married to a man who

played poker and chewed tobacco. In fact,

her father once threatened to blow Harding’s

head off if he showed up on Kling land, and

he cut his daughter dead on the street for

nearly a decade after the marriage. Harding

happily referred to his hard-bitten bride as

“the Duchess” and amiably let her run the

paper. They never had any children.

Despite his wife’s support, Harding was

defeated in his race for Governor in 1910,

a fact that did nothing at all to cool off Nan
Britton. She pinned his picture to her wall.

She stared at him through the window of the

Star’s office. She successfully schemed to get

invited to his home. Driving up to the Hard-

ings was almost more than she could bear.

“I just loved him and that was all there was

about it. He was like a giant Adonis as he

stood there petting the horse before unhitch-

ing him for us. I felt so diminutive, so piti-

fully young. How I adored him.” Even at

that age, she was finding fault with Mrs.

Harding, who had, she felt, “a disputatious

quality in the tone of her voice.”

F
our years later, the Republicans again

wound up Harding and stood him on

platforms where people could view his regal

looks. They got him elected to the U. S.

Senate. No one ever looked more like a Sena-

tor than Warren Harding— tall, handsome,

graying at the temples—and few have ever

done less. As a member of the most exclusive

club in the world, he got along just as well

with his fellow Senators as he had with the

Hoo Hoos back in Marion. Then, to glad-

den his life even more, one fair day in May,

1917, he received a little note from an old

home town admirer whom he remembered

quite well.

Nan Britton had been growing up furi-
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ously, tackling the years like a steeplechase

rider, so that she could confront her loved

one as a woman. In her letter, she said she

was in a secretarial school in New York, and

she wondered politely if he could help a

Marion girl find a job.

When Nan wrote this letter, she later in-

sisted, she knew almost nothing about men.

“In high school, I had not been allowed much
freedom where boys were concerned.” But

Harding had experience enough for them

both. He had cut a swath as wide as the next

man back in Marion— there were always

whispers of his affair with the wife of a local

merchant to contend with at election time.

He knew a good thing when he saw it. He
answered the plea for help within three days,

promised to help her get a job, and pointed

out he would be in New York in a few days.

There was another quick exchange of letters

and suddenly there was Harding shaking

hands with Nan Britton on the steps of the

old Manhattan Hotel.

Harding gallantly asked her up to his

room for a business chat—it happened to be

the bridal chamber. “We had scarcely closed

the door behind us when we shared our first

kiss. The bed, which we did not disturb,

stood on a dais. I shall never, never forget

how Mr. Harding kept saying, after each

kiss, ‘God! God, Nani’ in high diminuendo,

nor how he pleaded in his tense voice, ‘Oh,

dearie, tell me it isn’t hateful to you to have

me kiss you.’ And as I kissed him back, I

thought he surpassed even my gladdest

dreams of him.”

H arding may not have bedded down Nan
Britton the first chance he got, but he

plainly showed just what he thought of her

with a little act she describes without a blush.

“Mr. Harding tucked $30 into my brand new
silk stocking and was sorry he had no more

that time to give me.’ ” Here was a man who
had pinched his share of haunches and was

not done yet.

True to his word, Harding got Nan Britton

a job with U. S. Steel in New York, then sent

her the first of what was to become an ava-

lanche of love letters—some of them forty

pages and longer. (Later, Nan Britton’s at-

tackers would point out that she could pro-

duce not one of these letters. Her excuse

would be that she had destroyed them upon
Harding’s advice, just as he had destroyed

all of hers.) A month or so later, Harding

again took her to a New York hotel. “There

were no words going up in the elevator. The
room faced Broadway but we were high

enough not to be bothered by street noises.

We were quite alone. I became Mr. Hard-

ing’s bride—as he called me—on that day.”

She also nearly became his undoing, for

there came a rapping on the door, a grating

of a key in the lock—and two cops aquiver

with righteous indignation entered the room.

Harding sat mournfully on the edge of the

bed, muttering, “They’ve got us, they’ve got

us” as the policemen hinted they were send-

ing for the paddywagon. But then one of

them chanced to pick up the Senator’s hat

and noticed his name engraved on the lining.

Suitably awed, the two quickly started to

withdraw and Harding hastened them on

their way with a $20 bill. “Gee Nan,” Hard-

ing said later, “I thought I wouldn’t get out

of that under $1,000.”

The President’s Daughter sets out to por-

tray the relationship between Harding and

Nan Britton as a sublime love affair. Lacking

this ethereal quality, the whole thing boils

down to nothing more than a prolonged and

casual series of shackups. Nan Britton—or

her ghost writer—tries desperately to hoist

the whole affair to the level of the angels.The
result is some of the purplest prose to be

written in English this side of 1875. And
despite all the tugging and pushing, the

affair in cheap hotels and clothes closets

never rises much above the mood set by

Harding when he generously tucked the wad
of bills into her stocking.

Clearly, Nan Britton in her book is un-

able to turn Harding into a god. Heywood
Broun said that “the general effect of the

book is not unlike a tale by Fanny Hill con-

cerning her great romance with Elmer Gan-

try.” She builds Harding up with description

(“In the history of lovers, there was none,

I am sure, to compare with Warren Gamaliel

Harding”), but she inadvertently exposes

him as a fool simply by quoting the man
mouthing sentences that sound like bad, very

bad, Theodore Dreiser. “Will you have cod-

fish cakes with me this morning, dearie?”

“You purty thing.” “You are my shrine of

worship, darling Nan.” “Um...say, dearie,

do you love me?” “Dearie, ’r y’ going t’ sleep

with me? Look at me Nan: going to sleep

with me, dearie?”

H.L. Mencken considered her characteri-

zation of Harding and declared: “What she

achieves is a portrait so grotesque that it

seems fabulous, and yet so palpably true that

it convinces instantly.”

I
N 1919, Harding took to entertaining Nan
Britton in his office in the Senate Office

Building, for want of a better spot. “It was

here, we both decided afterward, that our

baby girl was conceived. Mr. Harding was

more or less careless of consequences, feeling

sure he was not now going to become a fa-

ther. ‘No such luck,’ he said. But he was mis-

taken; and of course the Senate offices do not

provide preventive facilities for use in such

emergencies.”

One month later, she was faint with nau-

sea. “I knew for certainty that I was to be-

come the mother of Warren Harding’s child.”

The news brought sweat to the Harding

brow. He suggested using “Dr. Humphrey’s

No. 11 tablets.” He hinted that she should

have an abortion. Then, overcome with it all,

he grabbed her, gestured toward the window,

and declared:
“

‘I would take you out there.

Nan darling, as my— wife.’. . . He grasped

both my arms tightly. ‘Look at me, dearie!’

he cried, ‘you would be my wife, wouldn’t

you? Oh, dearie, dearie,’ brokenly, ‘if I only

could ... if we only could have our child-

together!’ This last came as a hushed excla-

mation, almost a prayer, scarcely audible.

The yearning of a heart laid bare! I nodded
wordlessly. The very air seemed sacred. To
marry Warren Harding! To live on a farm

and raise children with Warren Gamaliel

Harding! What rapture!”

O N OCTOBER 22, 1919, Elizabeth Ann was

born in Asbury Park, New Jersey, where

Nan Britton had taken an apartment. She

used the name Mrs. E. N. Christian, and ex-

plained that her husband was in the Army
overseas. “Only four short years and I had

come to these heights!” writes Nan Britton.

“The mother ofWarren Harding’s only child!

The glory of it!”

In July 1920, the Republican National

Convention deadlocked over its nominee for

President. When all the leading candidates

turned out to have too many enemies, the

politicians turned to a man who had nothing

but friends. Harding was selected one long

night in the prototype of the smoke-filled

hotel room by fifteen pals, who apparently

knew about his escapades. A delegation put

the matter to him squarely: “Is there any-

thing that might be brought against you and

embarrass the party if we nominate you?”

Harding asked for time to think it over.

Elizabeth Ann was nearly ten months old.

Indeed, she and her mother were actually in

Chicago. But there was more on Harding’s

mind. For years, his opponents back home
had been saying that he carried Negro blood

in his veins, a charge that could ruin him as

easily as his infidelity, even though it was

untrue. Harding had no real desire to be

President; he, above all men, knew his limi-

tations. But his wife was whipping him on

and, after ten minutes, he decided to risk all.

He came out of the hotel room to declare

that his past was blameless and that he would

be proud to be the Republican candidate

for President.

He won by over seven million votes, a

record plurality, even though the Republi-

cans carefully kept him confined to his front

porch in Marion so he would not disillusion

too many voters. (The guileless Harding was

tricky to handle; he once looked up from a

speech he was reading and announced not

only that he had not written it but that he

did not believe it.) Harding’s easy victory is

easily explained. After World War I, the na-

tion was eager to settle back into the pleas-

ant life of making money, and Harding, with

his talk of a return to “normalcy,” was a com-

fortably reassuring man for the voters to put

into the White House.

So it was, wrote historian Samuel Hopkins

Adams in The Incredible Era, that the

United States elected“an amiable, well-

meaning, third-rate Mr. Babbitt, with the

equipment of a small-town, semi-educated

journalist, the standards of a hand-shaking
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joiner and all-around good guy, the instincts

and habits of a corner sport, and the tradi-

tions of a party hack; an expert on partisan

mechanics, a sophomore in legislation, a tyro

in economics and government, an ignoramus

in world movements and trade.”

All this time, Harding never saw his

daughter, but he willingly gave Nan Britton

$300 and $500 at a clip for living expenses.

Even so, his mistress felt that the child could

be better raised by her sister, Blanche, and

her sister’s husband, Scott A. Willits. They

adopted Elizabeth Ann in 1921.

Every chance she got. Nan Britton slipped

down to Washington to closet herself with

the President of the United States. She found

that Harding was hopelessly baffled by the

Presidency. The job of leading the nation

was simply beyond him. His wife would not

even let him keep toothpicks on the dining

room table.

I
N JANUARY 1923, Harding began to talk to

his mistress about the baby. ‘‘You must re-

member, dearie, that Mrs. Harding is older

than I, and very probably will pass on before

I go, and if she goes first, remember, I myself

will adopt Elizabeth Ann and make her a

real Harding. In the meantime, you are to

have ample funds. I expect to provide am-

ply, in any event, for you and our little girl

as long as you both live.”

When Harding hesitated to kiss her be-

cause of his cold. Nan Britton kissed him in-

stead.
‘‘

‘Say, sweetheart, I never got anything

from you that wasn’t good,’ I told him. He
stood up and took me in his arms in the cor-

ner away from the window. He used to draw

his mouth into a certain shape when he made
ready to kiss me, which somehow gave him
and me the fullest rapture of the kiss. I have

never read or heard of anyone else doing it.”

That day Harding was a bent and haggard

man. ‘‘

‘Really, dearie,’ he said, ‘my burdens

are more than I can bear. I’m in jail. Nan,

and can’t get out.’ ” To which Nan Britton

replied:
‘‘

‘I can’t stand it, darling. It is break-

ing my heart. My baby lost to me, and the

world has my sweetheart.’ ” Later, tensions

eased and she complimented him on how fine

he looked in his knickers.
‘‘

‘Are you happy

now, dearie?’ he asked softly, and with quiv-

ering lips and brimming eyes I bravely lied,

‘I am happy, sweetheart.’
”

That was the last time Nan Britton saw

Warren Harding. He died on August 3, 1923,

in San Francisco after an exhausting trip to

Alaska, never having seen Elizabeth Ann.

The circumstances and speed of his death

touched off a series of wild rumors and re-

ports, the mildest of which was that he had

died of acute indigestion caused by crab

meat. In a wildly inaccurate book entitled

The Strange Death of President Harding, a

screwball former Department of Justice in-

vestigator named Gaston Means, who even-

tually died in a federal prison, implied that

Mrs. Harding had poisoned her husband be-

cause she had found out about Nan Britton

and also realized that her husband’s Admin-
istration was about to be smeared by scan-

dal. Another theory had it that Harding

committed suicide rather than face the forth-

coming disclosures of corruption that were

about to sweep up his old band of buddies,

known as the Ohio Gang. In point of fact,

Harding, who had long suffered from a bad

heart, died of nothing more mysterious than

a small blood clot in the brain.

Nan Britton was traveling in Europe

when she heard the news of Harding’s death.

‘‘The world seemed without bottom,” she

writes of her reaction. ‘‘Things suddenly

lost their meaning. The world, people, life

itself, were like a horrible nightmare. He
had been to me not mortal but immortal;

he just could not die.”

Once back in the United States, she tried

to lay claim to the legacy that she said Hard-

ing had promised her and her baby. But the

members of the Harding family brusquely

turned away her requests for money, with

the exception of the President’s sister, who
gave her a few hundred dollars. Apparently

the sister believed her brother really was

Elizabeth Ann’s father.

Refused by the Harding family. Nan Brit-

ton decided to let the world in on her secret.

In a later book called Honesty or Politics,

she recalled in characteristically impassioned

prose her mental anguish while writing The
Presideyit’s Daughter. ‘‘How could I relive

the trysts that I had with Warren Harding

and not feel anew the unutterable shock of

realization that they were all over now? Yet

I had to record them. How else could I set

down the facts of my love-life? Unthinkable,

too, to rob them of a single iota of their pain-

fraught romance. His love had been the song

of my life.”

In Honesty or Politics, Nan Britton also

describes how she told Elizabeth Ann who
her father was. The scene must be savored

in full. At the time, it should be remem-
bered, Elizabeth Ann was eight years old.

When she heard her father was the former

President of the United States, the little girl

supposedly said:
‘‘

‘Mother, would it make
any difference to—well, would God mind if

I used my father’s name?’

‘‘I had to wait a few seconds before I could

get hold of myself to reply. ‘Why, of course

not, darling.’
‘‘

‘Well, then—’ an adorable smile lighted

her face, ‘I want my father’s name, of course!

I am Elizabeth Ann Harding—really.’
‘‘

‘You are Elizabeth Ann Harding really,

precious darling—only I wanted you to see

that for yourself.’
”

WHEN The President’s Daughter ap-

peared in 1922, the ensuing explosion

rumbled all the way to the floor of the U.S.

Senate and was recorded in the Congressional

Record. Intoned one of Harding’s former

colleagues: ‘‘This book went into the homes

of dear ones, where there were tender memo-
ries, filial love, undying respect and left those

homes filled with blighting sorrow, humilia-

tion, chilling darkness, anguish, heart scars

and soul scars. What motive? Why, the jin-

gling of the guinea helps to explain it. I

make a respectful salute to all our dead

Presidents (Applause)
.”

Harding’s few friends who were still on
the loose rallied to his cause. Harry Daugh-
erty, the campaign manager who made him
President and who, in turn, was made At-

torney General, wrote a book called The
Inside Story of the Harding Tragedy in

which he stated: ‘‘My experience with Hard-

ing in this tender, solemn hour writes the

word ‘Fake,’ ‘Fake,’ over every page of the

book that bears the name of Nan Britton.”

An old friend of Harding’s in Marion
named Joseph DeBarthe wrote a book en-

titled The Answer in which he declared that

the President was incapable of fathering a

child and suggested that Nan Britton’s early

infatuation with a man old enough to be

her father stemmed from a brain affliction.

DeBarthe had died soon after publishing his

book, and Nan Britton brought a $50,000

libel suit against C.A. Klunk, who sold the

volume in his hotel in Marion.

The judge told the Toledo jury that Nan
Britton’s character should be the main fac-

tor in deciding the case. In effect, the old

newspaper clips point out, he asked the jury

to decide whether or not her story about her

love affair with President Harding was true.

The Ohio jury needed only seventy minutes

to rule against Nan Britton, and for the

reputation of the State’s native son.

WITH HER big case lost. Nan Britton grad-

ually faded out of the news. For the

past thirty years, she has been living as quietly

as she lived hectically in the ’20s and early

’30s. She is now residing in a suburb of Chi-

cago under an assumed name. Her daughter

is a Los Angeles housewife with three sons,

one of whom is named Warren.

When this article was researched, the edi-

tors of EROS contacted both Nan Britton

and her daughter to question them about

I’afjaire Britton. The daughter asked that

her married name not be published, and

referred all questions to her mother. Nan
Britton herself, in a letter, briefly described

her present status. ‘‘My work—which is in a

field of service— is both time-consuming and

for me (at nearly sixty-six) energy-consum-

ing. Writing, very dear to my heart, which I

would love to be doing, I cannot seem to get

ahead with.”

As for her ojiinions about w'hat happened

long ago, she said she would not alter a word

of either The President’s Daughter or Hon-
esty or Politics. ‘‘My \iewpoint has not

changed through the decades.”

But heyond this. Nan Britton would not

go. ‘‘While I a]>preciate EROS’ thinking of

me, I feel I could not possibly be of interest

to anyone,” wrote the woman who had been

the cause of the most celebrated scandal in

the history of the United States.
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Bawdy
Limericks:

Folklore

sfWe
Intellectual

I wooed
a stewed nude
in Bermuda,
I was lewd,
but my God!

she was lewder.

She said
it was crude
To be wooed
in the nude—
I pursued her,

subdued her,

and
screwed her.

ILLUSTRATIONS BY CHAS. B. SLACKMAN

If you should bump into a serious-looking

chap with a note pad on your next visit to a

public rest-room, do not be alarmed. He is

more than likely a member of the American
Folklore Society.

The academic community has recently

decided that smutty stories and ribald verse

are socially significant, and scores of re-

searchers have been turned loose in frater-

nity smokers, bachelor parties, men’s rooms,

and other fertile locations to record for

posterity the bawdy folklore of a.d. 1963.

And you’ll never guess what folkloristic

form has emerged as most meaningful—of
all things, the limerick!

For the surprising fact is that limericks

are the only ribald genre sustained entirely

by intellectuals. Truck drivers, power press

operators, and other blue collar workers are

left cold by limericks. The uneducated, ex-

perts say, find nothing amusing in the way
limericks combine subtle form with the most
absurd sexual content and scatology. They
like their humor as they like their liquor and
their sex—straight.

Psychiatrists claim that the bawdy limer-

ick has psychological significance as well, as

an outlet for our aggressions— aggressions

against women, against men, against sym-
bols of authority, against namby-pamby
versifying itself. (If you can’t beat ’em, put
’em in a limerick.)

O.K. So limericks have both sociological

and psychological significance. What else?

What else is that the limerick is just pos-

sibly a minor art form as well. Shakespeare
himself included the limerick form in his

plays. And the late critic Brander Matthews
considered the anapaestic rhythm and strict

a-a-b-b-a structure of the limerick the only

original English contribution to poetic form.

Where did the first limerick appear? We
don’t know. We do know that the limerick

became popular precisely 100 years ago,

when Edward Lear (of Owl and the Pussy-

Cat fame) published his own cloying collec-

tion, modeled on such august prototypes as

Hickory Dickory Dock.

The first bawdy limericks appeared in

print during the 1870s. The word limerick

officially entered the English language—ac-

cording to the Oxford English Dictionary-

in 1898. Its etymology remains a complete

mystery. (No, it did not come from the town
of Limerick in Ireland.)

In modern times there have been two
notable collections: Norman Douglas’s
Some Limericks (Florence, 1928)—which
features a scant sixty-eight limericks, many
of which he wrote himself; and an anony-

mous scholar’s The Limerick (Paris, 1953)
— which features more than seventeen
hundred of them!
Twenty years ago a collection of limericks

bore the dedication ; TO THE MEMORY OF
THOSE WE DID NOT DARE TO PRINT.
Today unexpurgated anthologies are cir-

culated everywhere, from Harvard Univer-

sity to the wilds of Sausalito. A new
mimeographed collection turns up nearly

every month. Seminars on the limerick are

sprouting on campuses across the nation.

Adlai E. Stevenson is a dedicated connois-

seur, following in the footsteps of Bernard
Shaw, Rudyard Kipling, Arnold Bennett,

and John Galsworthy. And among the writ-

ers of modern times who have helped revive

the form are Conrad Aiken, Ogden Nash,

and T.S. Eliot, who, incidentally, quoted

from a well-known limerick in his master-

piece The Waste Land:

O the moon shines bright on Mrs. Porter

And on her daughter

They wash their feet in soda water.

(In the original limerick, needless to say, it

is not their feet that Mrs. Porter and her

daughter wash.)

Even today, in these enlightened times,

there are those who insist on publishing en-

tire collections of castrated limericks. And
as someone has aptly observed, a clean lim-

erick is like Tina Louise without a bosom-
cute, but that’s all.

Take a perfectly sound limerick like

A peculiar chap from Devizes

Had balls of various sizes;

One was so small

It was nothing at all.

But the other took several prizes,

and see what happens to it in Louis Unter-

meyer’s Lots of Limericks:

An odd-looking girl from Devizes

Had eyes of two different sizes . .

.

Ah well, enough said.

EROS recently sent out a team of folk-

lorists and literary researchers to gather up
the cream of the world’s great limericks.

These appear, unexpurgated, on the follow-

ing four pages. You can turn to them in two
seconds, but first please join us in thanking

these gracious institutions for their kind

assistance in providing material: Butler

Library, Columbia University; Widener
Memorial Library, Harvard University; the

Music Division of the New York Public

Library; the American Folklore Society; and
particularly the Archive of Folk Song of

the Library of Congress.

Now, on to the limericks.
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A lady while dining at Crewe
Found an elephant’s whang in her stew.

Said the waiter, “Don’t shout
Or wave it about,

Or the others will all want one too.”

A pansy who lived in Khartoum
Took a Lesbian up to his room.
And they argued all night
Over who had the right

To do what, and with which, and to whom.

There was a young plumber of Lee
Who was plumbing a girl by the sea.

She said, “Stop your plumbing.
There’s somebody coming!”
Said the plumber, still plumbing, “It’s me.”

There was a young lady of Exeter,

So pretty, that men craned their necks at her.

One was even so brave
As to take out and wave
The distinguishing mark of his sex at her.

A young violinist from Rio
Was seducing a lady named Cleo.

As she took down her panties
She said,“No andantes;
I want this allegro con brio\”

In the Garden of Eden lay Adam,
Complacently stroking his madam.
And loud was his mirth
For on all of the earth
There were only two balls—and he had ’em.

A mathematician named Hall
Has a hexahedronical ball.

And the cube of its weight
Times his pecker, plus eight.

Is his phone number—give him a call.

There was a young fellow of Kent
Whose whang was so long that it bent.

So to save himself trouble

He put it in double.

And instead of coming he went.
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There was a young girl from New York
Who plugged up her quim with a cork.

A woodpecker or two
Made the grade, it is true,

But it totally baffled the stork.

A remarkable race are the Persians,
They have such peculiar diversions.

They screw the whole day
In the regular way.
And save up the nights for perversions.

There was a young lady named Ransom
Who was rogered three times in a hansom.
When she cried out for more
A voice from the floor

Said,“My name, dear, is Simpson, not Samson.”

There was a young man of Tibet,

And this is the strangest one yet—
His tool was so long.

And so pointed and strong.

He could bugger six Greeks en brochette.

There’s an over-sexed lady named Whyte
Who insists on a dozen a night.

A fellow named Cheddar
Had the brashness to wed her-
His chance of survival is slight.

A worried young man from Stamboul
Discovered red spots on his tool.

Said the doctor, a cynic,

“Get out ofmy clinic!

Just wipe off the lipstick, you fool.”

A broken-down harlot named Tupps
Was heard to confess in her cups:

“The height ofmy folly

Was diddling a collie

-

But I got a nice price for the pups.”

A modern young lady named Hall
Attended a birth-control ball.

She was loaded with pessaries
And other accessories.

But no one approached her at all.
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There was a young harlot from Kew
Who filled her vagina with glue.

She said with a grin,

“If they pay to get in,

They’ll pay to get out of it too.”

There was an old count of Swoboda
Who would not pay a whore what he owed her.

So with great savoir-faire
She stood on a chair.

And pissed in his whiskey-and-soda.

There was a young man in Havana,
Banged a girl on an old player piana.

At the height of their fever

Her ass hit the lever—
And: Yes! He has no banana!

She begged and she pleaded for more.
I said, “we’ve already had four.

And I’m sure that you’ve heard.
Though it’s somewhat absurd.
That Eros spelt backwards is sorE.”

There once was a horny old bitch

With a motorized self-frigger which
She would use with delight

All day long and all night-
Twenty bucks: Abercrombie & Fitch.

A geneticist living in Delft

Scientifically played with himself.

And when he was done
He labeled it: Son,
And filed him away on a shelf.

The new cinematic emporium
Is not just a super-sensorium.
But a highly effectual

Heterosexual
Mutual masturbatorium.

The last time I dined with the King
He did quite a curious thing:

He sat on a stool

And took out his tool

And said, “If I play, will you sing?”
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Have you heard about Magda Lupescu,
Who came to Rumania’s rescue?
It’s a wonderful thing
To be under a king—
Is democracy better, I esk you?

While Titian was mixing rose-madder,
His model posed nude on a ladder.

Her position, to Titian,

Suggested coition.

So he climbed up the ladder and had ’er.

There once was a gangster named Brown,
The sneakiest bastard in town.
He was caught by the G-men
Shooting his semen
Where the cops would all slip and fall down.

There was a young girl from Decatur
Who was had by an old alligator.

And no one quite knew
How she relished that screw,
For after he screwed her, he ate her.

The team ofTom and Louise
Do an act in the nude on their knees.

They crawl down the aisle

While screwing dog-style.

And the orchestra plays Kilmer’s “Trees.”

“Well, I took your advice. Doc,” said Knopp,
“Told the wife to get up on top.

She bounced for an hour.
Till she ran out of power.
And the kids, who’d grown bored, made us stop.”

There was a young man from St. Paul’s
Who read Harper’s Bazaar and McCall’s
Till he grew such a passion
For feminine fashion
That he knitted a snood for his balls.

A bather whose clothing was strewed
By breezes that left her quite nude.
Saw a man come along.

And, unless we are wrong.
You expected this line to be lewd.
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THE NATURAL
SUPERIORITY
OF WOMEN AS
EROTICISTS
Two eminent
psychologists

assert that

females are on top

in capturing

the spirit of love

in words.

By Drs. Eberhard W.
and Phyllis C.

Kronhausen

Climbing the stairs I would run my finger

up her crotch, which used to make her whin-

ny like a horse. We would close the doors

and lock ourselves in the kitchen. She’d lie

on the narrow kitchen table and I’d slough

it into her. It was marvelous.

This quotation and its approach to sex be-

longs to Henry Miller. The description comes

from his celebrated Tropic of Capricorn.

. .
.
[Fjinally his mouth soldered to hers so

that the tongues participated in the rhythm

and moved in the same rhythm as the womb
and the penis touching each other, and the

climax was spreading between the mouth

and the sex, in cross currents of increasing

pleasure, until she cried out, cried out, half

sob and half laughter, from the overflow of

joy through her body.

This passage was written by a female author,

an American, who is a well-known and respect-

ed novelist. In this article, she must remain

anonymous. The quotation comes from an erot-

ic novel she wrote some years ago and has never

tried to publish because of problems of censor-

ship. The abrupt contrast in tone and approach

between her description of sexual intercourse

and Miller’s dramatically illustrates a basic

fact of erotic literature—the sharply different

viewpoints of the male and the female author.

There are, to begin with, remarkably few fe-

male writers of erotica. Kinsey came across

only two or three published works that had ac-

tually been written by women. Almost invari-

ably, the familiar, first-person recitation of a

woman’s love life turns out in the end to have

been written by a man.

Why don’t more women write erotica? The

answer goes straight hack to the psychological

fact that sex is a far more private matter for the

female than for the male. It goes against the

nature of most women to put down intimate de-

scriptions on paper.

When women do write of love—not an occa-

sional lurid passage in a novel, but an entire

book of erotica—they are compelled to write

realistically about a woman’s reactions for pre-

cisely this same reason. Sex is too important to

be exaggerated or misrepresented. Thus, wo-

men write few wild stories of superhuman male

virility, or explosive female orgasm. Men writ-

ing erotica generally begin with fantasy.Women
begin with reality and reflect the private emo-

tions of their sex.

For instance, Kinsey points out that women
for the most part are not interested in the size

or shape of the male genitals—a subject that

obsesses many male writers. Miller himself is

fond of dropping such remarks as “There is a

bone in my prick six inches long,” or “She

couldn’t get a prick big enough to satisfy her.”

Not only do most women not write about such

matters, but they seldom use terms like prick

or any of the four-letter words.

More important, female authors quickly

move from realistic physical descriptions to in-

trospective explorations of the emotions of both

parties, particularly the woman. This is the key

characteristic of erotica written by women. To

the male author, sex is primarily physical. To

the female, it is emotional.

For all these reasons, the manuscript of our

woman author is filled with revealing insights

into the female psychology of sex. The book be-

gins with a paragraph that immediately sets a

mood totally foreign to male writers of erotica.

She was not tempted to retrace her steps,

to elude him. The feeling of exaltation was

rising in her, the sense of danger, of reach-

ing that pinnacle of emotion which would

fling her out of herself for good, which would

abandon her to a stranger. She did not even

know his name, nor he hers. The nakedness

of his eyes on her was like a penetration.

Going up the stairs she was trembling.

Everything in this paragraph, front the first

sentence on, is typically feminine: the idea of

“eluding” the partner; the feeling of “exalta-

tion” upon beginning an affair; the titillating

fear of “abandoning” herself to a stranger; the

feeling she has of his watching her, of the man’s

desirous eyes on her as a “penetration.” None

of this would be likely to occur to the mind of

a male writer.

The foreplay that follows is typically femi-

nine in its emphasis upon the sense of touch.

The strange quality of his embraces, at

times soft and melting, making her skin ten-

der and abandoned, at others fierce like the

caresses of a wild animal. There was some-

thing animal about his hands, which he kept

spread over each part of her body, and how
they took her sex and hair together as if he

would tear them away from the body. . .

.

When she closed her eyes she felt as if he

had many hands, she was touched every-

where, and many mouths, they passed so

swiftly over her. . .

.

She rubbed her whole body against him,

with an animal luxuriance, enjoying the

friction. . . . She touched him like a blind

woman to ascertain his form, the feel of his

skin, the length and weight of his hair, the

shape of the hair behind the ears. Her fin-

gers were light as she did this, then suddenly

they would become frenzied and they would

press deep into the flesh and her nails would

hurt him as if to assure herself completely

and violently of his reality.

When the two actually begin to make love,

the author still emphasizes the woman’s subjec-

tive feelings during the act.

Now the honey flowed from her. He dipped

his fingers in it lingeringly, then his sex,

then he moved her so that she lay across

him, her legs thrown over his legs, and as he

took her he could see himself entering into

her and she could see it too, and they saw

the bodies undulate together seeking their

climax. . . . He was waiting for her. He
watched her movements.

As she did not quicken her movements, he

changed her body. He made her lie back and

crouched over so that he could take her with

more force, touching the very bottom of the

womb, touching the very flesh walls again

and again, and then she experienced the

strangest sensation that within her own
womb new cells awakened, new fingers, new
mouths, that they opened to his entrance

and formed a rhythmic suction ... that this

suction was becoming gradually more and

more pleasurable, as if the friction aroused

new and newer layers of enjoyment until

she was tempted to move quicker to bring

the climax, and when he saw this gesture he

hastened his motions inside of her and in-

cited her to come with him, with words,

with motions, with his hands caressing her

and finally his mouth soldered to hers so

that the tongues participated in the rhythm



and moved in the same rhythm as the womh
and the penis touching each other, and the

climax was spreading between the mouth

and the sex, in cross currents of increasing

pleasure, until she cried out, cried out, half

sob and half laughter, from the overflow of

joy through her body.

The woman is named Elena. The man is

named Pierre. After they become lovers, Pierre

leaves Elena, then returns, only to find that he

no longer can bring her to a climax. There fol-

low long passages about Elena’s emotional

struggle to overcome her frigidity, which Pierre

had induced by leaving her. As far as we know,

there is nothing else quite like it in literature.

No male author could have written the scenes

with as much perception.

Deep within her abandon there was a

shaft of fear that cut a little fissure into her

trustingness and she could not abandon her-

self. Pierre felt this. His pleasure came with

such strength that he could not hold it back

to wait for her, but he knew her so deeply

that he had feared this, the little secret with-

drawal deep down in the womb, because of

the first wound he had dealt her, the first de-

struction of faith in his love. . . .

Now this tiny grain of doubt arrested her

orgasm. She lay back weary from desire and

caresses, but without the fulfillment. Pierre

bent over her and said in a gentle voice, “I

deserve this. You are hiding away, even

though you want to meet me. I may have

lost you forever. . .
.”

“No, not forever, not forever,” said Elena,

“wait. Give me time to believe in you again.”

The anguish of not being able to reach an

orgasm haunts Elena.

Afterwards, she knew, she would be tor-

tured as she had been at other times. Left

unsatisfied, she would be left with the im-

print of his body on her, the warm remem-
brance of his touch.

She would re-enact the scene in her mind,

see him bending or crouching over her, see

how their legs appeared when they were tan-

gled together; she would see over and over

again how his penis penetrated her, how he

fell away when it was over, and she would
experience the stirring hunger again, and

be tormented with desire to feel him deep

down inside of her body, tormented by this

unexplored desire. The tension of unsatis-

fied desire, the nerves unbearably awake.

keen, naked, the blood in turmoil, every-

thing set for a climax that did not take place.

Her nerves would tyrannize over her, force

her to move about, prevent her from sleep-

ing, sending cramps along her legs, make
her shake her foot like the leg of a restless

race horse set for running. The suspense,

the wakefulness, the tautness afterwards,

and the obsessional erotic images pursuing

her all through the night.

As for Pierre, he becomes obsessed with the

craving to bring Elena to a climax.

He exhausted himself waiting for her

pleasure. He withheld his. He stormed

against this unconquerable core of her being

which could close at will against him. He
began to understand men’s perverse devo-

tion to frigid women.
The citadel. The impregnable virgin wom-

an. The conqueror in Pierre gave himself to

this conquest, as if he thought he could once

and forever break down this barrier that

she created against him now and then. Their

lovers’ meetings became a secret under-

ground battle between two powerful wills,

a series of ruses.

He stormed and sought to conquer her

with the wildest caresses. He treated her at

times brutally, as if she were a whore and

he could pay her for her submission. At

other times he sought tenderness, to melt

her with tenderness. He made himself small,

almost into a child in her arms, so that she

would have to melt.

Finally, Pierre persuades Elena that he will

stay with her. The barrier is broken. Elena

reaches an orgasm, which again is described

entirely from the feminine viewpoint.

His blood thickened at her touch, became

richer, rose when the fever touched him, his

breath came heavily like that of some leg-

endary bull galloping furiously to some de-

lirious goring, a goring without pain, a gor-

ing which lifted her almost bodily from the

bed, raised her sex in the air as if he would

thrust right through her body and tear it,

leaving her only when the wound was made,

a wound of ecstasy and pleasure which rent

her body like lightning, and her fall again,

moaning, a victim of too great a joy, a joy

that was like a little death, a dazzling little

death such as no drug or alcohol could give,

as nothing else could give but two bodies in

love with each other, in love deep within

their being, with every atom and cell and

nerve and thought, as Elena and Pierre were.

As the novel goes on, the author pays increas-

ing attention to the exquisite sensation of the

female orgasm. The following passage contains

one of the best descriptions of a woman’s in-

ternal physical sensations at the moment of

orgasm that has ever come to our attention.

In some mysterious way they could hold

back their own orgasm until the moment
when the other wanted it and was ready for

it. Usually they were slow in their rhythmic

motions together, then quicker, then still

quicker, in time with the rushing tempera-

ture of the blood and the mounting wave of

pleasure as they reached the orgasm togeth-

er, both palpitations taking place simultane-

ously . . . and her womb quivering in the

darts of pleasure which were like the flicker

of a tongue of fire inside of her.

Compare this description with a man’s ac-

count of a woman’s orgasm. Here is Miller in

Tropic of Capricorn:

And then I had to get over her again and

shove it in up to the hilt. She squirmed

around like an eel, so help me God. And then

she began to come again, long, drawn out,

agonizing orgasms with a whimpering and

a gibbering that was hallucinating. Finally

I had to pull it out and tell her to stop.

And here is Miller again on the same subject:

To make it short, I got it in again, and I

held it for a long time, for which she must

have been damned grateful because she

came I don’t know how many times—it was

like a pack of firecrackers coming off, and

with it all she sunk her teeth into me,

bruised my lips, clawed me, ripped my shirt

and what not. I was branded like a steer

when I got home and took a look at myself

in the mirror.

It would be hard to write scenes that contrast

more starkly than the description of the orgasm

by the female novelist and Miller. She concen-

trates on the emotions of the woman. When she

does talk about the physical, she speaks of the

internal sensations. Miller focuses on the ex-

ternal reactions and, as do so many other male

authors of erotica, he exaggerates those reac-

tions grotesquely.

At the height of passion, women in both

novels alternately tighten and relax their vagi-

nal muscles. Miller describes the technique in

one blunt line: “1 slipped it in and she held it
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tight with that suction valve she used so skill-

fully.” But to the female novelist, writing from

the woman’s viewpoint completely, the tech-

nique has rare and profound meaning.

After a while I began to move as he liked,

inside, a motion like a mouth opening and

closing, opening and closing. Deep in the

womb, there is a soft clutching mouth, open-

ing and closing around his sex, so that it be-

gan to grow large again. For a long time I

lay quietly drawing him in, and then relax-

ing, like the caress of a mouth, until I felt

his sex hard and big again.

It was like a motion of thirst, a pleasure

which warmed the whole womb, a wave of

pleasure rolling from every current of the

blood to one climax, to the faint beginning

of a palpitation, a palpitation which rolled

larger and became like a faint heartbeat

and then wilder it rolled and burst into sev-

eral violent beats of acute pleasure which

reverberated like a multiple gong of anni-

hilating joy.

Our female author has another particularly

vivid passage describing the sexual
j
oy of Elena,

which again could be written only by a woman,

for it shows her receiving deep pleasure by giv-

ing pleasure to Pierre in masturbating him.

Her hands would circle around his penis

like some delicate spider with many tenta-

cles, tentacles with knowing eyes, knowing

finger tips, which touched the hidden nerves

of response in all the soft flesh made to con-

ceal its secret cores of vibrations.

Slowly, the tentacles closed upon the pe-

nis, at first billowing in its flesh shell, then

feeling the inrush of dense blood stretching

it, feeling the slight swell of the nerves, the

sudden tautness of the muscles, feeling in

circles, in scales as if she were playing upon

a cord instrument.

By the degree of tautness she knew when
he could not master the hardness sufficiently

to penetrate her, she knew when he would

only respond to the nervous pleasure of fin-

gers, when he wanted to be masturbated,

and soon his own pleasure would slow down
the activity of his hands on her, and then he

would be drugged by her hands and close

his eyes and abandon himself to her caresses.

Once or twice he would try, as if in sleep,

to continue the motion of his hands, but the

motion died away as his pleasure mounted

and he abandoned himself to the potent

drug, the better feel, the knowing manipu-

lation, the increasing tension, the dense,

heavy fervor of the blood . . . now, now, he

would murmur, now. This meant that her

hand must become swifter, to keep pace

with the fever pulsing within him, grow

lighter like an accelerated heart beat, like

the hasty, frantic paces of the runner. Her

fingers running in rhythm with the quick-

ening blood beats, faster, faster, as his voice

begged . . . now . . . now . . . now. .

.

Now, blind to all but his pleasure, every

nuance of his demands, she bent over him,

her hair falling over his body, her mouth
near his penis, ready if he desired. .. .This

until the body began to tremble. It was like

some earthquake before eruption, a trem-

bling of the whole body which at the same

time raised itself as if to be more taken,

more caressed, raised itself to be consumed

by her hands and mouth, to be annihilated,

and then semen would come, like little

waves ebbing, breaking on the sand, one

rolling upon another, little waves of salty

foam unrolling over the beach on her hands.

She enclosed this penis tenderly then, to

cull the precious liquid of love, to shelter it,

not to drop it when its own flower head

dropped after the expulsion, culling it as if

she had been responsible for its weakness,

weakness from the giving.

His pleasure gave her such a joy that she

was surprised when he began to kiss her

with gratitude, warm kisses of gratitude as

he said: “But you, Elena, you didn’t have

any pleasure.”

“Oh, yes,” said Elena in a voice he could

not doubt.

Pierre’s reaction is typically male—tbe doubt

that the woman can gain pleasure merely by

giving it. Elena’s reaction is typically female,

but it is also a reaction that is seldom put into

words by women. No male, of course, could de-

scribe this emotion with any realism. Also of

psychological interest in the quoted passage is

the fact that thewoman author endows the penis

with almost human feelings. She has the hero-

ine relate to it, not as if it were just part of the

man’s anatomy, but as if it had a life of its own.

She actually comes close to treating it and tend-

ing it lovingly, as if it were a baby, a sentiment

one actually hears some women express from

time to time.

As the novel goes on, our author continues

to write of love and sex from such an intimate

feminine viewpoint that many male readers find

they are discovering totally new things about

the emotions of women. For instance, the novel

includes an account of a woman named Kay,

who is unsatisfied by her neurotic and inade-

quate lover. In fantasy, Kay repeats her disap-

pointing scenes of love-making, correcting and

improving these scenes from a woman’s ap-

proach to love.

She would begin all over again: he is lift-

ing up my dress and looking at me. Then
his hand lies flat over my buttocks ... it does

not move. One of them lies there, flat and

firm, and the other begins exploring, sliding,

circling. As she said this to herself, as if she

were telling herself a story, she accompanied

the words with the gesture, trying to imagine

this was being done to her by a less erratic

lover....“Now he dips his finger there,where

it is moist. He touches me like a woman feel-

ing a piece of silk, to see its quality. . .very

very slowly.”

...If he awakened, he would find her with

her hands in a strange position. Then sud-

denly, as if he had divined her wish, he

placed his hand between her legs and left it

there so that she could not move. At the

same time, the presence of his hand aroused

her more than ever.Then she closed her eyes

again and tried to imagine, without any

touch, that his hand was moving. To create

a sufficiently vivid image for herself she be-

gan to contract and open her vagina, rhyth-

mically, until she felt the orgasm.

The quoted passages demonstrate the acute

sensitivity of the erotic novel written by our

woman author, particularly when compared

with the blunt descriptions of such a famed

and skillful male writer as Henry Miller. This

intimate, psychological approach to erotic liter-

ature in general gives the works of women a

warmth and appeal that is far more distinctive

—and far more enduring—than the works of

most men. Few women can fake erotica. They

soon give themselves away, though they try to

bluster and use four-letter words like a male.

By their nature, they have to write about sex

realistically and, as we have seen, the end prod-

uct can he considerably more beautiful than

erotica written by men. Perhaps in the immedi-

ate future, with a continuation of the present

trend toward greater frankness in art and liter-

ature, more women will put their hands to the

writing of sexual description. Our literature

would he considerably richer for it.
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ILLUSTRATIONS BY MILTON GLASER

MEMOIRS
OF A MALE
CHAPERON

BY JOHN SACK

The official

escort of 21
Miss Universe
contestants
answers such
questions as:

Are bathing
beauties beautiful

but dumb?
Do bathing

beauties bathe?
And what

happened when
one of the
contestants
entered his

motel room
late one night?
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E^ ery time 1 get back from a trip abroad, I

discover, clinking around in my head, the

small change of a dozen languages or more,

everything from the French for “good night,

dear” to the Greek for “copious use of the

letter m”—rnytakismos. I am scarcely proud

of the limited fluency I’ve acquired over

the years. But a few summers ago it did land

me an agreeable five-day job on the staff of

the international bathing beauty contest, the

Miss Universe Pageant. I was asked by the

Pageant’s directors to serve as a multilingual

escort to twenty-one of their bathing beau-

ties, the “Miss”es of Austria, Belgium, Den-

mark, England, France, Germany, Greece,

Holland, Hong Kong, Iceland, Israel, Italy,

Jordan, Lebanon, Luxembourg, Morocco,

Norway, South Africa, Sweden, Switzerland,

and Tunisia. These beautiful girls, I was

told, would be publicizing the Pageant by

driving down the Eastern seaboard on a char-

tered bus, and I was needed on board to keep

them all oriented whenever they put in pub-

lic appearances at such monoglot ports of

call as Dillon, South Carolina. Frankly, I

wasn’t convinced that a phrase like “bon soir,

cherie” could be of much help in this con-

text, but I accepted the job enthusiastically.

Greyhound buses are my idea of fun; and

fortunately, it turned out, a bathing beauty’s

idea of fun is talking in any of several pidgin-

toed dialects of English. Thus our tour di-

rector never had to ask me to interpret from

the Icelandic. He just had to understand that

if one of our beauties spoke of having caught

a colt, someone should fetch her a Bufferin

tablet rather than a branding iron.

Free of linguistic responsibilities, I could

devote myself on this dizzily perfumed vehi-

cle to learning whatever there was to learn

about bathing beauties. Such questions as

“Are they truly beauties?” and “Are they

truly bathing beauties?” didn’t exactly ago-

nize me as I left on this junket, but I was curi-

ous to learn the answers—as were many of my
insanely jealous friends. In the next several

minutes, I shall try to settle the questions

that are still being asked of me. I suppose it

goes without saying that the most persistent

question of all, whenever my friends turn

the conversation to bathing beauties, is sim-

ply, “Well . . .
?” However,. I’d prefer to come

back to that one.

ARE BATHING BEAUTIES BEAUTIFUL? Yes, in-

deed. So beautiful that as all twenty-one of

them blossomed from the bus’s door at the

White House, the President’s official wel-

comer was seized with a sudden fit of myta-

kismos. “Mmm . . . mm” was all he could say,

and I’m pleased to let those homely words of

welcome be this question’s answer.

But curiously, bathing beauties aren’t so

much bathing beauties because they are

beautiful as beautiful because they are bath-

ing beauties. Let me enlarge on this ticklish

esthetic point.

The afternoon we left the White House,

we had to make appearances at Arlington,

Bowling Green, and Richmond, Virginia,

then have dinner with the Rocky Mount,

North Carolina, Junior Chamber of Com-

merce. A hot, oppressive afternoon, by five

o’clock it had left these girls as withered as

Hooker’s army. Flat on the bus’s back seat,

asleep, and snoring softly under a rack of

damp crinoline petticoats was Miss Greece, a

toppled goddess whom the mimeographed

hagiologies had listed as 5-10 in height and

38-24-38 in bust, waist, and hips. Still, I

couldn’t envy any future husband who would

confront such a sight and sound in the early

morning. A few seats ahead of her, and down

at 5-7 and 37-22-37 in the same official scratch

sheets. Miss Holland was also sleeping at the

post, having spent the last calorie of her mad
energies laughing at Miss Greece and trying

to slip a corncob pipe, a souvenir of Rich-

mond, between Miss Greece’s lips; and Miss

Denmark, across the aisle and at 5-5 and

36-24-36, was only awake because of being

carsick. “Ohhh,” she kept telling us with

hideous gestures, “I think it will come up.

Which is the right word for come up}”

“Upchuck,” one of the beauties helpfully

told her.

“Ohhh, I think it will upchuck,” Miss

Denmark kept saying.

Finally on this awful afternoon, our ship-

ment of Raggedy-Ann dolls had reached the

city limits of Rocky Mount. “Ba-a-thing beau-

ties,” our tour director cried on the same

piercing public-address system that he had

roused us with at every point of dubious in-

terest. “In ten more minutes, the Junior

Chamber of Commerce. Oh, ba-a-thing beau-

ties!” At those words, a sense of their selves

as beautiful women started to rise like sap

in wilted roses. It quickened as they caught

sight of a hundred waiting jaycees and lis-

tened to their trusting serenade of “ooh”s

and “ah”s. The bus came to a stop; the bath-

ing beauties walked off fresh, wide-awake,

and exuberant; and I almost wept with de-

light to see the metamorphosis of our twenty-

one ugly ducklings.

I decided then and there. Beauty is not

quite Truth. Men, the fastest way to have

lovely wives and girl friends is simply to tell

them they are.

DO BATHING BEAUTIES BATHE? If “bathing”

is to mean “swimming,” the answer is never

—well, hardly ever. Our caravan must have

gone by a thousand or more motel swimming
pools as it moved south to Florida—the route

is simply paved with them—but despite the

heat just one of our pilgrimesses got herself

wet, and that involuntarily. On that wither-

ing evening in Rocky Mount, Miss Holland

sat posing for some local newspaper photog-

raphers on our motel’s diving board, when
all of a sudden—in she went, pushed by a

crafty triple alliance of Germany, Luxem-
bourg, and Belgium. “Oh...! Mijn hairdo!”

Miss Holland cried, and climbed from the

swimming pool at once. But during her brief

immersion her cone of pink cotton candy

had virtually dissolved, while the soft purple

shadows around her eyes were running like

the colors of wet madras. I realized then that

the bathing-beauty kind of good looks is a

highly perishable commodity. It mustn’t be

left to the elements. Water will surely water-

log it, anything but the stillest of airs will

blow it to sea, and fire will—well, here is

what nearly happened to Miss Belgium the

same evening. At dinner, the jaycees gave her

a gift cigarette lighter whose fire was accom-

panied by a ritual dance on a small built-in

music box. Miss Belgium struck the lighter

and raised it to one ear to hear the tinkling

notes of “Nothing Could Be Finer Than To
Be in Carolina in the Morning.” I had to yell

from across the restaurant, “Beige! La coif-

fure!” That whole lacquered creation was

69



ready to go up in flames—a bright yellow

beehive, almost smoked out.

Each of those hairdos and make-ups, I

noted, took about half an hour of a girl’s

time in the morning, not to mention another

ten or fifteen minutes to freshen up and re-

place the divots every time we were due to

stop off. At times on that bus I couldn’t help

feeling like the young man in a poem of

Swift’s, who gains entry into his lady’s dress-

ing room:

Now listen, while he next produces

The various combs for various uses;

Fill’d up with dirt so closely fixt.

No brush could force a way betwixt.

Later in this poem. Swift sings of the effect

of greasy tissue paper—but I shall restrain

myself, except to say it was nothing to look

at on rough roads on hot days.

AREBATHINGBEAUTIES DUMBBELLS? Some-

body once said that if a woman is beautiful

no man should be so unchivalrous as to re-

quire more of her. Much as I’d agree, I’m

happy to say that our bathing beauties were

no dumbbells, and most of them were abso-

lute wizards compared with the people they

met—such as Southern jaycees. Once, I spent

a most intellectual morning with Miss Ger-

many, a willowy model who sometimes ap-

peared in public wearing a blue-and-white

national costume and looking like the girl

who comes out of Alpine cuckoo clocks and

barometers. We were driving to our next

stop—the South of the Border Restaurant, in

Dillon, South Carolina—and while we looked

at the countryside we made the most erudite

references to Whittier’s Barbara Frietchie,

Goethe’s Kennst du das Land^ wo die Citro-

nen blilhri, and Gershwin’s Porgy and Bess.

Miss Germany kept up her end of the conver-

sation nicely, and even shouldered both of

its ends when it switched to the topic (God
knows how) of asparagus farming; she told

me that this should be done in furrows that

run east to west, because of something cru-

cial about the sun. All this while. Miss Ger-

many was working on her hairdo—a beehive

—and as that eighth wonder of the world rose

in careful stages, she slowly changed from a

beautiful unicorn into a beautiful blonde,

beautiful and brainy. “The furrows should

be about eight inches apart, give or take a

few inches,’’ our asparagus expert declared.

Another time, I found myself losing a nice

philosophical point to Miss Austria, age

eighteen. A born coquette. Miss Austria was

making herself the public’s best friend by

posing for their Kodaks while holding her

skirt a giddy twelve inches above her knees,

and my unhappy task was to tell her that any

such carnal exhibitionism ran counter to the

Pageant’s lofty ethical code. “But—but in the

Pageant, I carry a bathing suit!’’ Miss Austria

protested, and I still don’t know how to an-

swer her. A wise young Frdiilein; and next a

question from the ladies.

DO BATHING BEAUTIES DIET? No—quite
the contrary. It left me just as agog as it would

leave the clientele at Schrafft’s aghast, the

peristalsis going on aboard that bus. Carbon-

ated drinks had to be piped aboard at every

roadside stand, and boxes of Carolina fruit

divinity carried down the aisle by our ex-

hausted tour director. And this while we
were being feasted five or six times each day

by junior chambers of commerce and being

favored—at disappointed cities we couldn’t

reach in time for breakfast, a coffee break,

luncheon, a coffee break, dinner, or a late

snack—with jars and boxes of whatever the

local pride was, Braswell Pure Peach Pre-

serves or Stuckey’s Pecans. “Ba-a-thing beau-

ties,’’ the tour director might say on his

squawk box, “we are coming into Claxton,

Georgia. And this is the home of World-

Famous Claxton Fruit Cake!’’

“Oh!’’ the happy bathing beauties would

cry, and I could predict what would be stick-

ing to their fingernails when we arrived an

hour later in Jesup, Georgia, the home of

World-Famous Jesup Honey.

Meanwhile, their only exercise lay in

squeezing toilet-water sprays. The question

naturally rises. How do bathing beauties

manage to keep their figures? The answer, as

I found with no few twinges of sorrow on our

last evening together, is that they do not

manage. By then their perfect 36-23-36 and

37-22-37 statistics had been amended by

heavy increments of Carolina fruit divinity,

and Stuckey’s pecans disturbed the muscle

tone of their upper arms and thighs. All of

these grievous matters came to light because

—the trip being almost over and everyone in

a what-the-hell mood—the girls had finally

got on their bathing suits and gone into the

swimming pool at our motel, in Silver

Springs, Florida. (Even so, few of them ac-

tually swam. Miss Austria just sat on the

edge in interesting poses.) Our naiads them-

selves perceived the changes in their circum-

ferences, and at dinner none had a second

helping of World Famous Silver Springs

Pecan Pie. Now they were truly on dietary

regimes, but observe that the bathing beau-

ties had dieted only to the degree they were

no longer bathing beauties. I take it that

beautiful women do not go on diets; women
who want to be beautiful diet.

WHAT DO BATHING BEAUTIES THINK OF

AMERICA? To begin with, bathing beauties

think that the brass contrivances in Ameri-

ca’s doorknobs with which the doors of our

republic’s motels are meant to be locked are

perhaps more trouble than they’re worth.

The hickeys have to be pushed in Washing-

ton, D.C. They have to be snapped left in

Rocky Mount, North Carolina, and twisted

right in Statesboro, Georgia. They have to

be pushed, turned left, and kissed as one

hangs from the heels in Silver Springs, Flori-

da. Moreover, the operating instructions for

these doodads must be given from outside

the door by someone who doesn’t forget that

his “right’’ is the bathing beauty’s “left” and

isn’t unfamiliar with the Chinese for both.

Bathing beauties think that life is too short

to have to master the complicated art of sim-

plifying it with devices of this sort. They
would rather have a key.

We had started on our trip in New York

City. There the girls had thought highly of

our skyline and of its apex, the Empire State

Building. “Oh, what a big house! We don’t

have such a big house in Iceland,” Miss Ice-

land herself told me. Next we drove into a

tunnel; but even before we had left it, our

tour director turned on the public-address

system and, with a voice like a boilermaker’s

hammer, began to nail everyone’s attention

to the sights. From there to Miami Beach, I

doubt whether most of our girls knew what

to think, for I didn’t myself. Different eyes

see things differently, but I just couldn’t be-

lieve that our cicerone was seeing the same

country whose big attractions are said to in-

clude spacious skies and amber waves of

grain. “Ba-a-thing beauties. We are coming
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next to the world’s largest snowball,” he

cried on the New Jersey Turnpike. ‘‘And

there it is on yonr right, the world’s largest

snowball.” Apparently the w.l.s. was a radar

station in the shape of a sphere. It and Amer-

ica’s other other-worldly points of interest at

first mystified, and then rather terrified, my
bus companions, who finally chose to shut

them out of their consciousness and out of

their small, but at least human, sorority. The
only exception was Miss Germany. She lis-

tened faithfully to whatever came from the

loud-speaker and noted, in a stuffed loose-leaf

book, all of the hard facts in such announce-

ments as this one, in Philadelphia: ‘‘Ba-a-

thing beauties. I think it might interest you

that the street we’re now on is Broad Street.

Haw!”
One wonders if Miss Germany ever fitted

these pieces into an over-all Gestalt. I never

got around to asking. Nor am I helped much
by the newspaper, radio, or television people

who interviewed her wherever we stopped,

whose professional training hadn’t seemed

to include the precept that if you’re trying

to take somebody’s pulse, don’t use your

thumb. I now switch you to station WBPD,
in Orangeburg, South Carolina.

‘‘And we look around some more and find

some more beautiful ladies. And what do you

think of our fair city?”

‘‘Oh,” Miss Germany said. “I—”

‘‘Warm, eh?”

“Oh-”
“Warm and humid. What do you think of

the Miss Universe Contest?”

“Oh, I’m not thinking about it. I—”

“Scared, eh?”

“No, I-”

“Scared.”

WHAT DO AMERICANS THINK OF BATHING
BEAUTiES?Those radio announcers were typi-

cal of not just radio announcers. Confronted

with a bathing beauty, Americans in all walks

of life simply do not think—Americans talk.

Their instantaneous reaction is to leap be-

hind a thick hedge of verbiage. I say this

categorically, having had to listen for five

stupefying days to American males of all

varieties, ranging from 5-4 to 6-4 in their

stocking feet and measuring from 34 to 52

across the chest. One of the latter was presi-

dent of the Annapolis, Maryland, Chamber
of Commerce. “I hope,” he told our beauty

queens in his after-dinner speech, “that each

and every one of you will learn that the

American way of life is the best way of life.

Each of you can become a roving ambassador

for the U. S. of A.”

Once, I was seated across from a really

unbelievable chap at a jaycee dinner party

in Bamberg, South Carolina. “Hello there,”

he began, as our girls sat down at the table,

“hello hello hello hello hello there! And who
is this lovely young lady on my right? Miss

what again? Miss Greece? Hello there. Miss

Greece! I sure am happy to know you, and I

would be sure glad if you’ll do a favor for

me. I want you to come outside and grease

my automobile for me. Do you get my mean-

ing? Do you know the word ‘grease’ in Amer-

ican, Miss Greece? I was making a piin, do

you understand? Well, I have a Greece on

my right and who, please, is this lovely lady

on my left? Miss what again? Miss Ireland?

Well; Hello hello hello there. Miss Ireland,

and I would be sure—What again? Miss lee-

land} Well, I wotdd sure like an ice-cream

soda. Miss Iceland. Do you understand . .
.”

I hope it won’t be necessary for this char-

acter to wander through the cotton fields

much longer in search of an author to im-

mortalize him in some novel of Southern

depravity. “Hello there!” he said to me from

across the table. “So you’re in the same motel

with all of these lovely ladies. Well, you sure

must be having a wing-ding.”

WELL. ..? In arithmetical terms, the answer

is that being on a trip with 21 girls is not

equal to 21 times being on a trip with 1 girl;

nor is it vaguely similar. With a single girl,

what we would have are the makings of a

Love Affair. Two girls, and we would have

a Complication; three girls, and an Imbrog-

lio. But twenty-one girls and we can have

only this: a Girl Scout Troop. When twenty-

one girls get together, a special ambiance is

created where the dizziest heights of a man’s

desire are to teach them the words to “Dixie”

or to buy them rubber alligators and cotton

opossums. Believe me, you’re not in the

mood for love.

In one town, we were staying at a certain

motel where a court of magnolia trees scented

the warm night air. I had shown my fellow

travelers to their bedrooms and gone to bed

myself when there was a barely audible knock

on my door. I sat up in bed, and again heard

that gentle knock. I turned on the bed lamp
and went to the door and opened it. Just

outside, the soft, pink-colored lights of the

courtyard were drifting through the negligee

of one of the French-speaking beauties, bath-

ing the smooth lines of her 5-4 and 36-22-36

figure. “QiL’est-ce qiie c’est?” I asked with no

little curiosity.

“Please, I can come inside?” the girl said.

She walked barefoot into my room, closing

the door behind her. “Please,” she said, stand-

ing beside me, “lock the door, cheri.”

I understood immediately. I did what she

wanted, turning the small device in the door-

knob a quarter-turn to the left.

“Oh . .
.” the girl replied, as I turned the

device back to the right again. “Oh . . . ! It

works like so! Qiiel pays, V Amerique! C’est

formidable.” She opened the door again, and

with a warm, thank-you smile floated across

the courtyard and back to her bedroom.

“Bo 72 soir, cherie,” I whispered after her.

Once again, I closed the door, turned off the

bed lamp, and got into bed, happy in the

knowledge that my darlings were safely, se-

curely locked in for the night.
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On the following eight

pages, EROS proudly

presentsa photographic

tone poem on the sub-

ject of interracial love.

This is presented with

the conviction that love

between a man and a

woman, no matter what

their races, is beautiful.

Interracial couples of

today bear the indignity

of havingto defend their

love to a question! ng
world. Tomorrow these

couples will be recog-

nized as the pioneers of

an enlightened age in

which prejudice will be

dead and the only race

will be the human race.

POEM BY RALPH M. HATTERSLEY JR.
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LYSISTRATA
BY ARISTOPHANES
IN A FREE ADAPTATION BY IVAN GRAZNI

CAST OF CHARACTERS

LYSISTRATA
a frustrated woman of Athens

KALONIKE I

MYRRHINE |

women friends of Lysistrata

LAMPITO
a Spartan woman

A BOEOTIAN NOBLEWOMAN

A CORINTHIAN WOMAN
KINESIAS

Myrrhin^s husband

LITTLE BOY
their son

ATHENIAN POLICE CHIEF

CONSTABLES

SPARTAN HERALD

SPARTAN AMBASSADORS

CHORUSES OF OLD MEN. OLD WOMEN, AND YOUNG WOMEN
ASTERISKES

a walking footnote
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INTRODUCTION

hysistrata is surely the funniest sex comedy of all time, and the scholars,

pondering the reason for this, usually cite the freedom of the author. The

Athenians were broadminded, the argument runs, and so comic dramatists

could be as bawdy as they wished. The other half of this half-truth is usually

ignored; it is that Aristophanes possessed a wit as sharp and as sour as any

playwright who ever wrote. (Only one other playwright has approached

the humor of the Greek genius; it was Oscar Wilde, of course, in The

hnportance of Being Earnest.)

Unfortunately, Aristophanes skipped about his basic, timelessly

funny theme—a sex-strike by the Athenian women—with an enormous

array of local jokes, allusions to obscure gods and heroes, place-names

with double meanings, and the like.
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There are several ways—all imperfect—to deal with this burlesque

for a modern audience. One can, of course, completely make over the play;

Athens is Washington, Sparta is Moscow, etc. The difficulty with this is

that Athens is manifestly not Washington, and a sex-strike in the U.S.

capital probably would have no effect at all, except to allow the cocktail

parties to continue all night. Another method, assuming that the play is to

be read, not played (a safe assumption, until tolerance in the U.S. progresses

to the point of allowing actors to wear fake phalli and actresses to ap-

pear nude), is the one usually followed: use footnotes for everything

questionable. But footnotes break up the action, and even worse, they are

humor-proof.

The alternative—it is not a solution to the problem, because there is

no solution—is admittedly drastic. In Ivan Grazni’s version of the play

he has cut sections that—for moderns—would have weakened the play’s

humor. He has also added a character, Asteriskes, whose function is to

explain whatever needs explaining. He is a walking footnote; when he taps

with his asterisk-wand, all action freezes while he talks.

This, of course, is the broadest sort of burlesque. But so was the

original Lysistrata. Aristophanes’ comedy has been talked of with rever-

ence as an antiwar play; classicists have even prated that, in the words of

B. B. Rogers, 'It is much to be regretted that the phallus element should

be so conspicuous in this play. [This] coarseness, so repulsive to ourselves,

was introduced, it is impossible to doubt, for the express purpose of coun-

terbalancing the extreme earnestness and gravity of the play.” As Hellenist

Jack Lindsay wrote with contempt, this theory seems "so logical, so irref-

utable; and it so completely misinterprets Aristophanes . . . that it certainly

deserves a little admiration.”

Aristophanes, of course, did not doctor up a problem play with

sex—although his antiwar satire is biting. Rather, he used the sometimes

ludicrous do-goodism of women as the theme for an uproarious sex com-

edy. His occupation, after all, was writing comedy, not writing tracts.

Lysistrata is literature’s first and funniest skirmish in the war between men

and women. That is what we have tried to recreate here.
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LYSISTRATA

Lysiffrata stands alone with the Propylaea at her hack.

ACT I

Asteriskes: (Enters, serving as prologue. His manner

is acid and slightly effeminate. He is dressed in bur-

lap. He is, in fact, the wisecracking slave indis-

pensable to comedy through the centuries, until dour

democracy dispensed with him and, very nearly, with

comedy as well. There is this difference: Asteriskes

carries a ridiculous-looking wand, with a large, cut-

out asterisk glued to the end

)

Evoe. (He says this with

little enthusiasm, the way a cool teen-ager of a few

years ago might have said "Solid”

)

That is an Athe-

nian expression indicating rapture. It is used to

applaud military triumphs, to express approval of

pigsfoot curry, and to greet elderly female relatives.

I tell you this because I, Asteriskes, am a footnote.

It is my function, when an actor says something puz-

zling, to offer a proper explanation. Since almost none

of what follows has a proper explanation, often I

shall content myself with blushing prettily. (Does a

sour dance step) Very well. A nation’s spiritual life

tells much about it, and Athens is frightfully spiritual.

You should know that the four most popular feast

days are those of Bacchus, whose revels are revolting;

Pan, the king of Satyrs, whose feast is an occasion of

much coarse self-indulgence; Aphrodite, the patron-

ess of lubricity among women; and, mostly. I’m afraid

—the Genetyllides. The less said of these minor

deities, the better. But enough. The place—Athens.

The scene—a public square. The time—411 B.c. The

play— deplorable. (As he finishes this, Lysistrata

enters
,
looks about impatiently

,
and strikes an attitude

)

Lysistrata: Oh! (Groans theatrically, in a temper, but

is interrupted in mid-gesture by Asteriskes

)

Asteriskes: (Taps with his wand to freeze action) I

forgot to tell you—Athens and Sparta have been at

war for years, and Lysistrata here (Gestures

)

has not

had a man the whole time. She blames the ministry

of war for mismanagement (Raises eyebrows) and

inefficient distribution of personnel. (Skips to side

of stage, sits beside pillar, and taps for action

)

Lysistrata: (Finishes gesture and groan) If those

worthless women had been invited for a charity

bacchanal, or the spring orgies of Pan, Aphrodite, or

Genetyllis, they would be squealing and jostling here

like piglets at feeding time. As things are, there’s not

a skirt in sight. Ah, but look. Here comes one now.

(Puts on best P.T.A. chairman’s frown) Good

morning, Kalonike.

Kalonike: Hi, Lysistrata. What’s the matter with you?

Honey, that frown’ll set marks in your face, and at

your age . .

.

Lysistrata: I can’t be worried about my face. (Never-

theless, she takes out a mirror and rubs frown lines

with a forefinger

)

Athens is in peril and we women

are letting her down. (Kalonike looks Olympusward

in disgust; she has heard it all before

)

No wonder

the men say we have no head for affairs.

Kalonike: I have a face for affairs. (Inhales deeply)
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And a figure . .

.

Lysistrata: That’s quite enough, Kalonike. Here I have

summoned the women of the city on the most urgent

of business, and only one can bring herself to bring

herself.

Kalonike: Oh, they’ll come, honey. You know how it

is, kids to be fed, slaves to be prodded awake, hus-

bands late for the office . .

.

But what’s so important

about today

Lysistrata: I’ve something big in mind.

Kalonike: Mmmm! Is it hot?

Lysistrata: Yes.

Kalonike: And hard?

Lysistrata: (Lost in dreams of glory) Yes!

Kalonike: And pressing?

Lysistrata: (Suspicious now, but blundering on with

digfiity) It’s a vigorous joint effort.

Kalonike: So that’s what’s up! Yummy.

Lysistrata: If it .were, the whole Veterans of Pelopon-

nesian Wars Ladies Auxiliary would be here with

olives in their navels. No, my dear, this is not foolish-

ness. We women are going to save Athens.

Kalonike: (Much disgusted) Really, Lysistrata. We
women, with our perfumes and oils, our dropping

shoulder straps, our dainty little slippers?

Lysistrata: With these very weapons. A perfume can

disarm a regiment. .

.

Kalonike: I know where to buy a divine cologne . . .

(Starts doing Chariest072 step)

Lysistrata: A shoulder strap can drop with the force

of an ambuscade. .

.

Kalonike: I’ll get my peignoir from the cleaners. .

.

Lysistrata: And the fall of a slipper means surrender!

Kalottike: (Really interested

)

Ooooh! I give up.

Lysistrata: Yes, but where are the (Then, see-

ing delegation of suburban women approach

)

Well,

here they are at last.

Kalonike: And look at that mink stole. La-de-da.

Myrrhine: (Swivels on stage, blonde and built like a

sofa, very much a la MM

)

Am I late, Lysistrata?

Mmmmm?
Lysistrata: A good two hours.

Myrrhine: Sor-ree. I lost my way. In the dark.

Kalonike: (Aside

)

She lost her way years ago, and it

was broad daylight.

Lysistrata: Well, no matter. Ah, and here is Lampito,

the Spartan delegate from Lacedaemonia. Well, Lam-

pito, you look healthy. (She looks at Lampito from

all angles, like a football coach inspecting a newly

recruited halfback

)

Lampito: (Six feet tall and full of vitamins

)

Aren’t I!

Lysistrata: (Still examining Lampito) And what ex-

quisite breasts.

Lampito: (A little nervously

)

It all comes from eating

wheat germ and eels.

Kalonike: The eels I like are she-food, not sea-food.

Lysistrata: (Tearing her eyes off Lampito to look at

Boeotian noblewoman) And who is this strapping

countrywoman ?

Lampito: My friend, a noble maiden from Boeotia.

Lysistrata: Well, my pretty Boeotian, you are blooming

like a garden.

Kalonike: (Lifting up Boeotian girl’s tunic

)

Isn’t she?

And look how prettily the garden is weeded.

Asteriskes: (Taps; all freeze

)

This is rather embarrass-

ing, but . .
.
(Clears his throat

)

Why does each woman here barber her twot?.

Why the hell not?

Why the hell not?

I offer some of my footnotes in a dryly attractive sort

of academic verse. (Taps for action

)

Lysistrata: And who is this?

Lampito: An honest woman from Corinth.

Kalonike: I suppose anything is possible.

Asteriskes: (Taps negligently) Local joke.

Myrrhine: But tell us. .

.

Lampito: Yes, Lysistrata, what’s all this about?,

Lysistrata: I’ll tell you, but first

.

. .

Kalonike: A word from our oracle.

Lysistrata: (Ignoring her

)

Would you make any sacri-

fice, no matter how great, to bring your husbands

and lovers back from war?

All: Yes, oh yes! Any sacrifice at all.

Myrrhine: (Aside

)

Can’t we just bring back the lovers?

Lampito

:

My husband no sooner comes home from one

war than he’s off to another one.

Kalonike: (Looks at Lampito’s muscular charms) He

probably needs the rest.

Boeotian: The last time I celebrated the mysteries of

Aphrodite with my husband, he didn’t even have time
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to take off his boots.

Corinthian: And mine is beginning to prefer his aide-

de-camp.

All: Please, tell us how to bring the men home.

LysiStrata: You must swear. .

.

All: We swear.

Lysistrata: All right then. What we must do is. .

.

All: Yes?

Lysistrata: Stop sleeping with our men.

All: (In horror

)

No!

Lysistrata: But why these pale, sad looks? Why these

tears ?

Corinthian: My dear, it’s absurd.

Boeotian: I couldn’t bear it.

Aiyrrhine: Darling, you don’t knoiv what you’re ask-

ing.

Lysistrata: (Furious) The men are right. Women are

good for nothing but love and lewdness. You shame

your sex, you fine, self-sacrificing patriots who choose

war before privation. I have a good mind to leave

you all and go shopping.

Lampito: Oh dear. I’m so confused. Isn’t chastity bad

for the complexion?

Lysistrata: (To Lampito

)

And you, my saddle-trained

mare, I had expected better of your nation.

Lampito: It is a sorry woman who has nothing but

bedsheets to wind her legs around. But Lysistrata,

you are right. Peace is a duty that passion must obey.

I am with you, although I shall probably break out

in spots.

Kalonike: All very well to make speeches. But our wise

Athena here (Nods sarcastically at Lysistrata

)

has not

told us how this vinegar-virginity will do any good.

How can we stop war by crossing our knees ?

Lysistrata: Listen, I’ve thought it all out. We’ll paint

and powder, and pluck our pudenda smooth as

babies’ backsides. We’ll wear gilt sandals, and our

thinnest gowns with nothing underneath. We’ll brush

against our men, and look at them hotly. Tlien, when

they slip their hands under our gowns and urge us

toward the bedroom, we’ll refuse.

Kalonike: (Incredulous) We will?

Lysistrata: Yes. They’ll be red-eyed with desire. And
you may be sure that they’ll make peace fast enough,

when they find out it’s the only way to get what they

want.

Boeotian: But suppose our husbands walk out on us.

I’m beginning to feel a little red-eyed myself.

Lysistrata: Then we shall have to use—er—whatever

comes to hand.

Myrrhine: But darling, what if our husbands force us

(Eyebrows rise in mock horror) against our will?

Lysistrata: Hold on to the bedposts.

Kalonike: They’ll beat us.

Lysistrata: (A bit giddy at the prospect of arousing

such emotion) Yes, well, perhaps they may. (Sternly

now

)

Then we will yield coldly; it will be no comfort

to them.

Kalonike: We may have peace, but we’re sure going

to have a standing army! All right, Lysistrata, we’ll

do it. I mean we’ll not do it.

Lampito: But what about the old men? They’re trouble-

makers. They want a war to gossip wisely about. It’s

safe for them, too old to love or fight. And these

elders have the money to pay for war, stored in the

rich war chest in Athena’s temple on the Acropolis.

Lysistrata: I’ve thought of that. This very day, our old

women are crowding the temple, pretending to offer

sacrifice. Before another hour passes they will seize

the Acropolis and the money. Our enemies, those

dilapidated creakbones, won’t be able to pay their

troops.

Myrrhine: Oooh, this is exciting. But shouldn’t we

swear an oath?

Kalonike: Yes! Let’s get a white horse, and cut it open,

and pull out its entrails, and swear upon the steaming

blood. (Gags as she says this

)

Boeotian: What’s the matter?

Kalonike: I can’t stand blood.

Corinthian: Let’s see. What can we sacrifice that

doesn’t have blood in it?

Lysistrata: I have it! We’ll sacrifice a bowl of wine.

Kalonike, run into that shop for a skin of Thracian

wine and a bowl.

Kalonike: Imported or domestic?

Lysistrata: Imported. (Kalonike goes) We must not

stint lest we anger the gods. (Kalojiike returns and

Lysistrata pours tvine into bowl) Now, lovers of

peace, repeat these words after me. I will not open

my legs for lover or husband. .

.
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All: I will not open my legs for lover or husband. .

.

Lysistrata: No mattter how fond and stiff he stands. .

.

All: No matter how fond and stiff he stands. .

.

Kalonike: (Aside

)

What am I saying?

Lysistrata: I will rouge my nipples and gown myself

in saffron. . .

All: I will rouge my nipples and gown myself in saf-

fron. .

.

Lysistrata: And do all to drive him mad with desire. .

.

All: And do all to drive him mad with desire. .

.

Lysistrata: If he takes me by force I will lie cold and

still as mountain ice. .

.

All: If he takes me by force I will lie cold and still as

mountain ice. .

.

Lysistrata: I will not lift my heels in the air. .

.

All: I will not lift my heels in the air. .

.

Lysistrata: Nor crouch like a lioness, with my bottom

raised up. .

.

All: Nor crouch like a lioness, with my bottom raised

up. .

.

Lysistrata: And if I fail my oath, let my cup forever

be filled with brine.

All: And if I fail my oath, let my cup forever be filled

with brine.

Lysistrata: Then lo, I lift up the bowl and drink!

Kalonike: (Aside) Lo, listen to her. (To Lysistrata)

All right, honey. Save some for the rest of us. (All

drink
)

Lampito: Listen, what’s that? (Off-stage cries)

Lysistrata: There, just as I told you. My plan is work-

ing; the old women have taken the Acropolis. Now,

Lampito, you must return to Sparta and organize the

women there. We will defend the Acropolis till the

men surrender.

Corinthian: Aren’t you afraid the men will lay siege?

Lysistrata: No. Their minds will be on another sort of

laying. They will roar and rage and threaten, but

there is nothing they can do about us. (Rather operat-

ically) Peace in Athens shall prevail! (While Lysis-

trata speaks, the fat wineshop proprietor bustles on-

stage, retrieves his bowl, and hands Kalonike the bill.

She passes it to Lysistrata

)

Lysistrata: One skin of Thracian wine, two gold pieces.

Rental of ceremonial bowl, half a gold piece. Some-

thing for the proprietor. (Calculates furiously

)

Let’s

see, what’s two and three quarters divided six ways?

CURTAIN

ACT II, SCENE I

(Later that day; a hillside below the Aeropolis, whose

gates are visible in background. Enter a chorus of old

men, ptiffing and groaning under a not very heavy

load of olive twigs. Note: when speaking to chorus

of old women, the old men chant in unison. At other

times they speak singly

)

First Old Man: (Staggers across to Acropolis gate and

throws his pile of twigs at its foot

)

Aow! My back.

Those damn women!

Second O.M.: All this work (Throws down his few

twigs

)

and no dinner ready when we go home. Silly

bitches! And now we hear they have vowed to remain

chaste till the war is over. What hen-foolishness!

Third O.M.: Not worth their keep. Never were. All

lovey-dovey when they want a new gown or a pair

of sandals. Otherwise nag nag nag, quack quack

quack.

First O.M.
:

(Mimicking women

)

Husband, you’re two

hours late.

Fourth O.M.: (Also mimicking

)

The dinner’s ruined. .

.

Second O.M.: (Likewise

)

The brat needs spanking. .

.

Third O.M.: (Likewise

)

The bills need paying. .

.

First O.M.: (Still mimicking

)

And you’ve been down

at the wineshop with those awful friends of yours.

(Mimics sobbing) Bah, who needs women? (He

pulls out wineskin; all drink

)

Fourth O.M.: Well, we’ll smoke them out and end

their nonsense. (Lights twigs with brazier

)

Second O.M.: (Cheered by wine and fire) All, we’ll

roast the witches. It will be a mighty siege. (Drinks

again

)

Let me tell you how I won my battle trophies

on the plains of Marathon. That was a bloody year;

none of your squabbling with weak women. .
.

(His

voice trails off as chorus of old women enters. They

carry chamberpots

)

First O.W.: Fuss, bother, work, work, work. If it’s not

one thing it’s another. And now I hear that a crow-

bait regiment of doddering old fools is on its way

here. . . What, do I smell smoke?

Second O.W.: Look there! The villains!
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Third O.IF.: (Aside) Ooch, what stench! Better to

smell smoke than to whiff those iinbathed old egg-

beards.

Old Women: (In unison

)

What means this, wretched

home-bags.^ For shame!

Old Men: (Unison

)

Look, a herd of milkless, talking

cows. Truly this is a day for wonders.

Old Women: Laugh, ancient fools. You’ll be less cocky

when we have done with you.

Old Men: Shameless creatures. A stick across their

backs will stop their bibble-babble.

Old Women: Try it and you’ll end your lives as eu-

nuchs.

Old Men: Silence, lest our sticks cut short your days.

Old Women: (Pointing at old men’s sexual parts)

Aged clowns, your days have cut short your sticks.

(All cackle

)

Let us pick up our chamberpots.

Old Men: Harlots, what are you doing?

Old Women: Preparing your nuptial baths, old cold-

stones. (They empty chamberpots on fire and old

men
)

Old Men: Oh, the shame of it. (They sniff the air)

Oh, the smell of it!

Old Women: Now that you’re watered, perhaps you

will bloom again.

Police Chief: (Enters with two constables)Y{.Qs:Qno^.

Order, order. What’s all the din about? (Looks at old

men

)

Have you bepissed yourselves ?

Old Men: It’s these miserable women. They have no

respect for their betters.

Chief: (Pontifically) Now, now. We men are respon-

sible for them, and we must share the blame. It is we

who teach their simple hearts wickedness. A husband

goes to a jeweler, perhaps, and he says to the fellow:

"You remember the necklace you made for my wife?

Well, it’s broken. I am leaving for Salamis in half

an hour, and while I’m gone could you stop by our

house and fix her catch?’’ Or another boob says to the

shoemaker, a big handsome lout: "The strap of my
wife’s sandal hurts her little toe; could you come in

this noon to soften the thing and stretch it?’’ Oh, my.

Well, no time to gossip. I’ve work to do. I have en-

listed rowers for the Athenian fleet, and I must have

money to pay them. But the women have all the cash

locked up in the Acropolis. (To constables) Here

take a crowbar and force the gate.

Lysistrata: (Enters through gate) No need for vio-

lence. What we need is common sense, not senseless

war. We women intend to see that Athens has peace.

Chief: Officer, arrest that woman.

Lysistrata: If he touches me he’ll need a surgeon. (Con-

stables look uncertain

)

Chief: What impudence! (To constables) Both of you,

grab her, she’s foaming mad.

First O.W.: Lay a hand on her and I’ll kick you so

hard you’ll fill your shoes with shit.

Chief: Grab that one, too! Forward, constables.

Lysistrata: Forward, my army. Tear out their hair. Rub

garlic in their eyes. (There is a scuffle, and the women

win. The two constables are bound together back to

back and led off to the Acropolis; the police chief is

stripped of his tunic and pelted with old vegetables

)

Chief: Enough, enough. Mercy!

Lysistrata: Let him be.

Chief: But why have you women gone mad so sud-

denly?

Lysistrata: Rather, we have gone sane. When you men

make war we are left alone to knit and wither. Our

young girls grow old in lonely grief.

Chief: But don’t men grow old too?

Lysistrata: It’s not the same. When an old soldier re-

turns from the wars he can find a wife to warm his

bed, even if his manhood is too shriveled to stand at

attention. But a woman has only one hot summer;

when it is gone there is nothing for her but to spend

her time consulting oracles. And oracles do not bring

husbands.

Chief: Surely you can’t pretend that it’s our fault.

Lysistrata: Oh, get out of here, you old corpse.

Chief: This disregard of authority is unbearable.

Old Men: Why don’t you call a policeman?

(Paces about

)

Something must be done.

Chief: (Dejectedly) I ca.n.'t

Old Men: (Unison

)

Why not, noble sir?

Chief: (Sobbing

)

I am a policeman.

CURTAIN

ACT II, SCENE II

(Several days later; Lysistrata and a chorus of young

women are inside the Acropolis)

Young Women: (Unison) Why, O Leader, do you
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pace about so gloomily?

Lysistrata: Something shameful has happened.

Young Women: We’re not interested in gossip, but

please tell us, quickly.

Lysistrata: It’s too disgraceful.

Young Women: We wouldn’t tell a soul,

Lysistrata: Well, to come right out with it. .

.

Young Women: Yes?

Lysistrata: We women are all in heat.

Young Women: Horrifying. But how do you know?

Lysistrata: My army is deserting. Yesterday I caught

one girl slipping out the rear gate, and another was

letting herself down the wall with a rope and a pulley.

I caught a third by the hair just in time to prevent her

from running off to enlist with the troops of Orsi-

lochus.

Asteriskes: (Appears, wand first, from behind a statue;

taps for silence

)

Evoe. I apologize for missing the last

scene, but one drink at intermission can lead to an-

other. .
.
(Adjusts clothing waggishly) However, to

business; matters seem to have deteriorated in my

absence. The Orsilochus mentioned by Lysistrata

just now is another of those regrettable local jokes.

He is a notorious Athenian pimp. (Taps for action

)

Lysistrata: And look, here comes another one trying to

escape. Hey there, where are you going?

First Woman: I want to go home; I have some wool

that will be spoiled by the damp. I’ll come back right

away; but I must spread it on the bed.

Lysistrata: You’d like to spread it, but you won’t. (To

second woman

)

And you there. Why so fast?

Second Woman: I’m going home to strip my flax. I

swear I’ll return as soon I’ve put it in condition.

Lysistrata: This gets worse and worse. And who’s this?

Why, it’s Kalonike.

Kalonike: Help, I’m going to have a child.

Lysistrata: But you weren’t pregnant yesterday.

Kalonike: Well, I am today. Oh help, I must go find

a midwife.

Lysistrata: (Feeling her belly) But what is this that

feels so hard?

Kalonike: A baby boy.

Lysistrata: (Rapping on the protuberance) Noisy little

fellow. (Reaching under Kalonike’s skirt and pulling

out helmet) Why you sacrilegious floozy, you’ve

stolen Athena’s helmet off her statue. And you said

you were pregnant.

Kalonike: (Thinking hard) Well, I am. In an emer-

gency, I’m going to lay my egg in the helmet.

Lysistrata: Listen my friends, you must stand fast. The

men will give in. I’ve consulted an oracle.

All: Oooooh, tell us.

Lysistrata: The oracle spake thus:

If the women of these nations, wanting truce.

Swear to chastity upon the beard of Zeus,

And if they break their holy word,

Zeus shall shit a holy turd.

And drown them all in holy night-pot juice.

Well, there it is, comrades. What do you think?

Kalonike: That oracle needs an oracle.

First Woman: It seems fairly explicit. I’m

afraid we’re stuck with our vow.

Old Men: (They have heard the oracle’s verse and

they are sarcastic

)

Chastity should be no trouble for

you. It is well-known that Athenian women some-

times remain chaste for ten years at a time. Of course,

things change on their eleventh birthdays. . .

Old Women: (Entering in time to hear this) How
would you like it if we broke your jaws?

Old Men: You crows can’t even break wind.

Old Wotnen: We are tempted to let fly a good kick. . .

Old Men: Good. Then we shall see the warts on your

backsides.

Lysistrata: Stop that jabber! Look there.

Kalonike: Where? What?

Lysistrata: A man! On his way here. And from the look

of him, it’s not hard to tell what’s on his mind.

Kalonike: Anybody recognize him?

Myrrhine: Yes, yes! It’s my husband Kinesias. (Takes

out mirror and repairs make-up

)

Lysistrata: Can you do your duty?

Myrrhine: I sure can.

Lysistrata: All right. But remember your oath, and re-

member the oracle. Leave now: I’ll set his passions

aflame and then call you. (Alyrrhine exits with Kalo-

nike. Old men and old women remain in background

)

Kinesias: (Enters, staggering under the weight of a

false phallus that should be at least eighteeti inches

long. His little son follows him

)

O woe! I’m cross-

eyed with fond emotion. My sex is so swollen I stum-
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ble over it. Another day of this and I’ll explode.

Lysistrata: Halt! (Examines him carefully

)

What have

we here, a man or a unicorn?

Kinesias: (Crossly) If you have any doubts, come

closer. I’m Kinesias, husband of Myrrhine. Please call

her.

Lysistrata: (Very coyly) So you’re the magnificent

Kinesias. Myrrhine talks of you constantly. So loving,

she says, and so strong. .

.

Kinesias: Honest?

Lysistrata: Yes, she can’t praise you enough. Only the

other day she said, "I can assure you, Lysistrata, that

my husband is the best lover of all the men in Athens.”

Kinesias: (Thinking this one over) How does she

know about all the men in Athens ? But please, call

her quickly.

Lysistrata: What will you give me?

Kinesias: (Leaping at her in a jury of lust

)

All I have!

And right now.

Lysistrata: (Skips coyly aside and wiggles off-stage)

Oh Myrrhine, there’s someone here for you.

Kinesias: (As Myrrhine enters) My love. My own.

Myrrhine: Hello, Kinesias, is something the matter?

Kinesias: No, no. Just step over here.

Myrrhine: (Moves six inches) Here?

Kinesias: Closer, my love.

Myrrhine: (Another six inches

)

You know I have my

vow to think of.

Kinesias: Never mind that. Myrrhine, I’m in agony.

I’m bursting with love.

Myrrhine: Poor man. Something’s bothering you.

Kinesias: The house is dirty, the food is running out,

and our little son cries piteously for you. (Beckons son

forward, pinches him surreptitiously) Cry, you imp.

Little Boy: Waaaaaaah!

Kinesias: (Aside, as he shoves boy off-stage

)

All right,

now beat it. (To Myrrhine) Have you no feelings,

woman? I’m dying of passion. I must lie with you.

Myrrhine: Not till you men sign a peace treaty.

Kinesias: Now don’t trouble yourself about that.

There’ll be a treaty, but it’s men’s business.

Myrrhine: Wonderful. Good-bye till then.

Kinesias: But it wouldn’t hurt to spend a little time

together, just to keep the old strength up.

Myrrhine: No. (Starts to exit

)

All the same, I do miss

you, Kinesias. (Returns and strokes his forehead

)

Kinesias: (Victory in sight

)

Of course you do. Now,

wouldn’t you be more comfortable if you lay down?

Myrrhine: Here, Kinesias? You must be mad.

Kinesias: Well then, the cave of Pan is right here

(Points to cave

)

and it’s nice and cozy.

Asteriskes: (Taps for silence

)

Actually, the cave is cold

and damp. It is used as a flophouse by every bum in

Athens. (Waves the action on

)

Myrrhine: But how will I purify myself afterward,

before returning to the Acropolis ?

Kinesias: Oh, there’s running water.

Asteriskes: It drips off the ceiling.

Myrrhine: What about my oath?

Kinesias: Never mind. I’ll take full responsibility.

Myrrhine: Well, I’ll go find a bed then.

Kinesias: (Dangerously near eruption) It’s not worth

the trouble, lambchop.

Myrrhine: No, undeserving as you are, I won’t have

you lying on the ground. (Exits

)

Asteriskes: (Showing extreme distaste) I disapprove

of all this raw passion. But then, I am only a footnote.

Myrrhine: (Returns) Here we are. Now help me un-

dress. (Stops him as he leaps forward

)

But how silly

of me. We need a blanket.

Kinesias: (Frantic) No, no. Nevermind.

Myrrhine: I insist, my lover. (Exits)

Kinesias: See how she loves me? (Asteriskes looks

pained
)

Myrrhine: (Back again) Here’s the blanket. Now I’ll

just slip out of this tunic. . . But there’s no pillow.

(Exits as Kinesias starts to object

)

Kinesias: (Eagerly pulls off his sandals and sword-

belt, leaving him in a loincloth from which his phallus

protrudes

)

Ah, this is worth suffering for. (As Myr-

rhine returns) I’m ready, my lark!

Myrrhine: Yes, my conqueror, as soon as I unfasten

my girdle. . . Oh, but I forgot, there’s no perfume.

(Vanishes; Kinesias is bent over with passion

)

Here.

(As she returns with perfume

)

Help me put it on,

Kinesias. A dab on each knee and one between my
breasts. .

.
(Sniffs) Horrors, I’ve brought the wrong

kind. (Exits again

)

Kinesias: (Old men from Chorus bring him stool to sit

on, do pantomime of prize fighter’s handlers working
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between rounds, offering smelling salts, whispering

advice, etc.) Where is she? Let me at her!

Myrrhine: (Enters) At last, everything is ready. Oh,

I can’t wait. (Starts to pull tunic over her head, then

drops it back after exposing herself to the waist
^ You

will vote for peace, won’t you my stallion?

Kinesias: (At last losing all control) Fornicate the

peace! I want a piece of fornication! (Lunges for

Myrrhine, who dodges him and leaves for good

)

I’m

cheated! I’ll go mad if I don’t find someone warm

and loving. I must copulate, and it doesn’t matter

with whom. (Looks around with fire in his eye; the

old men shrink back in horror. At last he sees Aster-

iskes, who is busy cleaning his nails

)

Ah, my turtle

dove. (Begins to lurch slowly toward Asteriskes, who

regards him with astonishment and then with alarm

)

My petunia, my bed of daisies! (Asteriskes, now

thoroughly terror-stricken, begins to edge off-stage.

Kinesias moves faster, and so does Asteriskes. Exit

running
)

Old Men: (They huddle briefly, and their leader

emerges wearing a false phallus at least twice as long

as Kinesias') Oh, the eternal falsity of women!

Mighty Zeus, you Olympian fornicator, send a hurri-

cane to whisk all wenches high in the air, and swirl

them around, and send them squealing down on this!

(Old men point to leader's phallus. As they point it

withers like a burnt match and sags toward the floor

)

CURTAIN

ACT III, SCENE I

(Inside the Acropolis; several days later)

Spartan Herald: (Bent over to hide enormous erec-

tion) Hail, friend. Where can I find the Senate?

Police Chief: But why do you walk like that?

Herald: (Aside

)

He’s not very bright, is he? (To chief

)

I swear I am a herald from Sparta, bringing messages

of peace.

Chief: But you are hiding a spear under your tunic.

Herald: No, certainly not.

Chief: Then why do you hold yourself that way? Do
you have swellings of the groin?

Herald: (Aside

)

The old man’s a lunatic.

Chief: Well, what is it you’re hiding then?

Herald: French bread.

Chief: It looks like the staff of life, at any rate. Tell

me, how are things in Sparta?

Herald: Wretched. We are all mad with lust. Lampito

and her she-demons have denied us access to their

cockroosts. We are all crippled; we walk bent double,

as if we were carrying lanterns in a wind. The miser-

able ;whores say we can’t touch them till we make

peace.

Chief: It’s incredible. The bitches have infected all of

Greece. (To herald

)

You. Return to Sparta and tell

your leaders that we in Athens have—er—a similar

problem. When your ambassadors come. I’ll guide

their way with this! (Opens cloak to show his own

stiff phallus)

CURTAIN

ACT III, SCENE II

(Same place, two days later. As curtain opens, we see

Asteriskes, in great agitation, entering. He skulks

across stage, looking nervously over his shoulder.

Enter Kinesias; he sees Asteriskes, and takes off after

him at a run. Exit

)

Old Men: (Chanting

)

So leaps the leopard.

So pants the panther.

Thus stand we all (Exposing midget phalli)

But what’s the anther? (Lisping)

Oh, it is a terrible thing. The women will not give in,

and so of course they won’t give out. The men are

ready to show affection to anything that moves, and

an old man’s not safe anymore. Life in Athens is at

a standstill. (Pointing

)

But look. Are those not the

ambassadors from Sparta? How oddly they walk.

Spartan Ambassador: (Bent with erection) Hail

friends. We come to seek peace.

Athenian Police Chief: (Entering with delegation, also

bent over

)

Honored Spartan, I think we are seeking

the same thing. But where is the woman Lysistrata?

Old Men: Here she comes now. But what an odd cos-

tume. (Lysistrata enters in a lavish negligee, intended

to be sexy but covered with so many ruffles and bows

that it hides her like a pup-tent. She wiggles to stage

center

)

Hail, noblest, wisest. .

.

Old Men's Leader: . . . and most beautiful. . .

Old Men: . . . and most beautiful of womankind. Lo,
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the leading men of Greece. .

.

Old Men’s Leader: (Whispers) . . . seduced by your

great beauty. .

.

Old Men: . . . seduced by your great beauty, have

gathered here to surrender.

Old Men’s Leader: (Aside to another old man) You

take the front and 111 take the back.

Lysistrata: It’s a pleasure. (Grandly, to Kalonike

)

Lieu-

tenant, let the exhibit be brought before us!

Kalonike: (Aside) Oh, brother. (She exits and brings

back the exhibit. It is Lampito, six feet tall and stark

naked
)

Lysistrata: Now, gentlemen, you see before you the

goddess of peace. I want you to pay close attention to

her. (This last is needless; Lampito is standing on a

small pedestal, and the delegates are examining her

from every possible angle

)

Spartan: My god, I can’t stand it.

Lysistrata: (Clearing her throat, obviously to make a

lengthy address

)

Hearken, please, all of you. (Points

to Athenian, who is conducting inspection of Lam-

pito’s midsection from a distance of about six inches

)

You there, hearken. Now first, although I am but a

woman, I am endowed with common sense; Athena

has given me sound judgment, and I have enhanced

my natural gifts by taking the adult education courses

Socrates gives in the public square. Therefore, I think

I am well qualified to speak to you today.

Athenian: (Aside) Good Lord, I think the bitch is

going to babble all day.

Lysistrata: First I must remind you of your behavior;

all of you celebrate the same religious ceremonies,

never neglecting sacrifices to Zeus, Apollo, Athena,

and all the lesser gods. Yet you go on murdering each

other and burning down cities. You, Spartans, have

been guilty of this. .

.

Spartans: (Unison) Yes, we are guilty; we can think

of nothing else. (All the while staring at Lampito)

What breasts! Fantastic!

Lysistrata: And you, Athenians, have behaved your-

selves just as badly.

Athenians: (Unison) Oh, we are vile, and we are

sorry. (At Lampito) What juicy thighs. They are

almost liquid.

Spartans: And so are we.

Lysistrata: Do you agree to forswear war-making

forever?

Athenians: Oh, yes, Lysistrata. (Aside) Ah, those

buttocks.

Spartans: Yes, wise Lysistrata. (Aside) What a beau-

tiful job of plucking.

Lysistrata: Then we women invite you to a cere-

monial libation and eel-fry, which starts in ten

minutes. The goddess here (Waves at Lampito

)

will

be the centerpiece.

All: Evoe, Evoe. (The men carry Lampito off squeal-

ing. Lysistrata is left to exit with police chief

)

EPILOGUE

(Same place, a few hours later. The party is over;

everyone is drunk and happy. They lurch by in fine

spirits across the rear of stage. Everyone has paired

off; there is much embracing, bottom-feeling, etc.

Enter Asteriskes, still very nervous

)

Asteriskes: Well, things look fine, don’t they. Every-

one is happy, and no one is dying of bloodshed or

frustration. You would think things would stay

that way, wouldn’t you. Well, don’t bet on it. In

five years they’ll all be killing each other again. (As

he talks, Kinesias enters, still lustful, grabs As-

teriskes and hoists him on to his shoulder. Asteriskes

finishes speech as he is carried away

)

In fact, things

are already beginning to degenerate. (Holding fran-

tically to doorpost) Love between men was quite

normal in ancient Greece—I hope. (Exits

)

Police Chief
:

(Enters with Lysistrata, who has ob-

viously hooked him. She does pantomime of nagging

speech; he answers aloud) Yes, Lysistrata. Yes,

dear. I quite agree, peace is wonderful. Yes, dear.

(Etc., as they exit

)

Old Men and Old Women: (Unison

)

The poor man; so much for peace in our time.

Ah, well—(Chanting

)

There is no war.

There is no peace;

So ends

The Golden Age of Greece

CURTAIN
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